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THE YOUNG FINANCIER
CHAPTER I.
AWAY UP IN THE WORLD.

IT was a gas-lighted passageway on the
lower floor of a vast building, and several
men and women who had business on the
upper floors were stepping quickly along
to reach the elevator, the door of which was
open at the end of the passage. The mo'11ent that the last of them squeezed in, the
Joor was pushed shut by a boy who sat
l-1pon a stool inside with his hand upon the
starting-line of the elevator. As he closed
the door, he pulled the line, and the heavily
loaded box began to move upward. He was
a daridiaired, wiry-looking boy, of apparently a~JOUt fifteen years, and the expression
of intense watchfulness in his bright, black
eyes seemed to belong to them. His dress

"
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was neat, but plain, and he had the respon.
sible air of a pilot steering a big ship.
The first man to enter that elevator, when
it was empty, had stepped right across it
to its one bench and sat down, and he was
completely hidden now, for all the rest were
packed in front of him. He was of middle
height, thin, but not slender, brown haired,
nervous looking, and he had a noticeable
cast in one of his flashing gray eyes. He
carried in each hand an elegant black
morocco case, not over a foot long and six
or eight inches square. One of these he put
down on the floor at his feet, and the other
he held in his lap. He seemed to have forgotten them and all other things after he
had said "Seven th floor" to the boy.
As for the boy, there he sat, perched upon
his high stool, stopping and starting the
elevator, opening and shutting its door, a~
passenger after passenger escaped from the
box which carried him or her upstairs. He
only gave the number of each floor as he
reached it, but he spoke out sharply, and
now he said "Seventh."
"Seventh!" echoed the man with the cast
in his eye, and he shot out of the elevator as
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if he had been suddenly waked up nud feared
it might run a way with him.
·There was one more stoppage, letting out
the last passenger, and then a start and
another stop and the boy himself got down
from his stool and stepped out.
"Ninth floor," he said to himself. "Top
of the Probus building. One of those men
that got out on the eighth-floor was the
architect that built it. It's a big thing for
a man to know enough to put up a building
like this. They make loads o' money, too.
I ·wish I knew more. I've got to if I'm going to rise in the world. I know enough to
run an elevator now. That isn't much.
Tell you what, though, I'm going up somehow!"
He wore a very resolute look as he said
that, but his duty called him back into the
elevator and down it went. It was stopped
at the seventh floor, and two men who got
in seemed excited.
"lf Angus should die," remarked one of
them, "the effect on the money market now
would be something like an earthquake."·
"He won't," replied the other man. "Dr.
Harbeck says he'll be all right to-morrow."
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"We must keep it a dead secret, anyhow,"
said the first speaker, and in a minute mqre
the elevator was down and they were out.
The boy heard although he did not seem
to, and he repeated the names to himself:
"Dr. Harbeck, Angus, that's the money king,
I know."
On the opposite side of the vast Probus
building and near its main entrance, there
was a row of four other elevators, and one
of these Cl little later, on its way down, took
in three gentlemen at the seventh floor.
One of them was brown-haire d with a cast
in his left eye.
"My other case!" he suddenly exclaimed,
as the elevator went down.
"You had but one when you came," said
his nearest companion. "Did you start
from home with two?"
"Where could I have left it?" came back,
in a tone of intense annoyance.
"Oh, you'll get it back, Dr. Harbeck," said
the third gentleman, confidently.
"Advertise for it. I'm glad it's no worse
than you say for Mr. Angus."
"He must be careful "-and there the doctor checked himself, as if he feared to say
too much, but his gray eyes were looking
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around anxiously, as if they were hunting
for something. They seemed to pierce right
into everything they looked at, and then
they appeared to draw back as if they were
searching his memory for the lost case or for
the place where he had left it. He was evidently more than a little perplexed and
disturbed. Neither of the three said anything more, and they separated when they
left the elevator.
The machine managed by the boy on the
other side of the building continued to go
up and down in its noiseless way until
nearly the close of business hours. At a
little before five o'clock, it was nearing
the third floor on one of its down trips,
half full.
"Down!" shouted a shrill voice, and, as
it stopped and the door flew open, in darted
a short, thickset, red-headed boy, with a tin
dinner-pail in his hand.
"Hello, Tom," he said. "You've got the
elev a tor, have you? You '11 break somebody's neck, first you know."
"I guess not_," said Tom, quietly.
"Are you going to run it all vacation?"
"No, Gap, don't talk; you made me pass
that man," exclaimed Tom.
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''Hear him grumble at you," said Gap,
but they reached the bottom in a second
more, and while the rest got out Gap lingered to say :
"'Tis n't anything much to run an eleva.
tor. I could do it. Nothing but just sit
there and start and stop it. Let me try it,
one trip."
"No, you won't," said Tom, as Gap put
out his hand for the rope. "Don't you
touch it. 'Gainst orders. Pat was off duty
and I took it for to-day."
"It'd be fun," said Gap, "but if I were
you I wouldn't use up all my vacation
that way."
"I sha'n't," said Tom; "I'm out of school
for good. I'm not going back-"
"Oh," said Gap. ''You've quit, have
you? Now you'll be looking 'round for a
place."
Off he went, jostling two or three people
in his hurry, and pulling a couple of peanuts
out of one of his pockets.
"I'd rather sit there,'' he said to himself,
"and 'tend elevator, than run 'round on
errands in hot weather. I guess Tom
Tracy '11 find out what work is before long,
though."
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Tom and his machine were now at the
top of the Probus building, and there
seemed to be no need for haste in starting
down again. He sat still on the stool and
glanced around the empty elevator. There
was plenty of glaring sunshine on that
floor.
"Hello!" he exclaimed . "What's that."
He made a quick dash and pulled out
something from under the bench.
"Jt isn't a banker's case," he said, as he
turned it over and felt of its rich-looki ng
morocco leather. "It isn't a lady's satchel.
None of those boys carry such a thing.
Who could ha' left it? "
He sat on the stool again and tried to
recall the faces of his passenger s. It was
like a long procession going by in his memory, and he kept nodding his head and saying: "No-no -no-not his-not hersnot him," until he jumped up, exclaimin g:
"There! That's the man! I've got him!
Had a twist is his eye. He carried two of
them and he left this. There's no name on
it, but the key's in it. I've got to find out
who he was, bu t I'll have to wait till after
we close up. I must put it away, now-"
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He sprang like a flash, to a door near by
with a key in it. Open flew the door, disclosing an empty room. Down went the
cnsc in the corner, there was a bang, a turn
of a key in a lock, and Tom was back at
his post, remarking: "It'll be safe there,
anyhow."
Down went the elevator as if it had been
sent for, and it had, indeed, more work to
do, but the business day of all that part of
the great city of New York was drawing
toward its close.
The banks bad shut their doors at three
o'clock. and would not pay out or take in
any more money, although their clerks and
book-keeper s had much to do, afterward,
behind the closed doors. It was just so
with the private bankers' and brokers'
offices which closed at four o'clock, and
with the great public offices, such at the .
sub-treasury , and with hundreds of great
and small business houses. Whether they
made money or lost money, they were all
counting up and getting ready to go home.
That was what was doing also at one business concern out of doors. This concern
stood on a street corner, in front of a large
brirk building, one square below the Probus
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building. A low table stood there, with a
lower table on each side of it, and a very
short legged stool behind it. On the stool
sat a tall, dark complexio ned woman with
a high nose, high cheek bones, and with an
expression upon her face that was very
much like one of contempt for everybody
that passed by. You could see gray streaks
in her coal black hair, for her scoop-sho vel
bonnet had fallen back, while she was bending over her table and counting her cash,
as all the other business concerns were
doing. She had a pile of nickels and coppers
to count, and some silver, but no bills or
checks or gold coins.
''It's been a good day," she said. "Seven
dollars and sixty-seve n cents. I've got to
get some more peanuts. I'll have to go
down to the wharf, good and early, after
cocoanuts . Oranges? I'm glad I've got rid
of so many-ba nanas, too-they were beginning to spoil. The gum drops are drying
up! It's awful hot weather! I wish I knew
who stole the lozenges. Four oranges missing, too. Wharf rats and gutter snipes!
Thieves! If they don't look out! Well, it's
been a pretty good day."
2
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No doubt but that it was a prosperous
peanut stand, but it had its annoyances
and losses, like other business concerns.
It's owner finished her counting, and then
her long arms moved rapidly around her.
The tables were cleared in a twinkling, and
when her stock in trade was stowed in some
baskets, which she pnlled out from under
the table, there did not seem to be a quarter
so much of it as ·w hen it was spread out for
sale. The tables themselves were placed in
safety down a basement stairway belonging to the corner building, and the peanut
stand had disappeared. All its varied stock
of fruits and other eatables was about to
be carried . off by the hands of one old
woman. She was standing and looking
down at them, and she drew a long, sighing
breath as she stooped to pick them up, for
she was old and tired, and it was a very
warm day.
"Here! Hold on! Whatdo you mean?"
she exclaimed, reaching out after her largest
basket, as it suddenly got up and began to
walk off.
"Come along, Mrs. _C athcart," sang
out a cheery, boyish voice. "You bring
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those two and I'll carry this one as fa~ as
I go."
" Tom Tracy!" she said, with a swift
changeinherface. ''Well,Ideclare! You're
I

"COMB ALONG, KRS, C.LTHCAllT."

a good fellow. I'm an old woman, Tom.
It's a hot day."
"I know it," said Tom. "I've got to
hurry, too. I'll give you a lift, though.
Got an errand down town."
She had picked up her two other baskets
and was walking along with him. She
walked slowly and with something very like
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dignity in her manner. Tom himself was
willing not to go very fast, with that basket
on his arm, and he remarke d that he had
been cooped up all day in a n elevator , and
had but just been set free. She asked about
his elevator and things in the Probus building in a way that proved that she knew
more thafl a little about her custome rs, old
and young. She and Tom had walked only
a couple of squares before they seemed to
have walked out o ! one city and into another.
There were not any magnific ent building s
here, to right or left of them. Everyth ing
looked older, and Mrs. Cathcar t turned out
of the wide street along which they had
walked, into a narrow, crooked thoroug hfare, lined with dingy, rickety old structur es,
which looked, at that hour, as if nobody had
any further use for them. It vvas a remnan t
of the very oldest part of the city, and it
was fast passing away. Even the ground
it stood on would soon be needed for new
building s of another sort. Right upon the.
corner, however , Tom stopped and put
down his basket.
"I'm real sorry, Mrs. Cathcar t," be said,
"but I've got to go the other way. You
haven't much farther to go."
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"No, Tom, not far," she said, but with :t
very much gratified beam in her strongly
lined old face, "Thank you very much.
There are boys who wouldn't ha' dared to
lug a basket for an old apple woman."
"I never thought o' that," said Tom, with
a laugh. "Good-bye, Mrs. Cathcart."
Off he went, and she seemed to reaUy feel
better able to carry her whole load. She
rested there for a moment, before she took
it up. Everything in that side street ahead
of her wore a deserted look. There were
lines of carts and drays along the curbstones,
but all the horses were gone. A few dingy
little grocery shops were open, but nobody
was going into or out of them. There was
nothing in all that street to make any rattle,
but nevertheless there were sounds of a curious kind coming out of an open window in
the second story of a paintless, old, wooden
shell, on the next corner beyond. There was
a queer sort of corner grocery in the lower
story of that building, and next to that an
open door showed a badly kept flight oi
stairs. At the top of those stairs was a shut
door, and the sounds came through that, as
\V1:.'ll as through the window
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Behind that door was one of the darkest
rooms in all the world, and all its dark was
locked in. The furniture of the room had a
worn, old-fashioned look, and there was
almost too much of it. Against the wall,
on the side opposite the door, stood a very
ancient looking piano, with ivory keys that
were cracked and yelJow with time, but the
sounds that were coming from it proved
that it was in good tune. White fingers, of
a pair of small, well-shaped hands, were Bitting along the keys, but their owner was
not looking at the~. She seemed, rather, to
be letting them have their own way, for her
eyes were shut, and her fair young face wore
a dreamy look. It also had a look as if she
were asking questions of somebody, and
was troubled because no answer came.
"Stop! Stop! You're a lady! Peanuts!
Peanuts! Great Crib!" suddenly screamed a
loud, harsh voice, a little behind her.
That exclamation seemed to be replied to
by another voice, in a long, full, trill, and
the whole room rang with canary music
from a cage that hung in the open window,
where geraniums and other Bowers and
plants were prospering in the warm flood of
summer sunshine.
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Music, and light, and beauty, girl, and
bird, and flowers, and yet that was a room
which containe d a great darkness .
"What a pipe! Great Crib!" screame d the
·first voice, and the white fingers ceased
wanderi ng over the piano.
The parrot, who sat upon a swingin g bar,
over a row of the flower boxes, was an uncommon ly large and showy bird, and while
he scolded the canary he hvisted his head to
bring one of his goggle eyes to bear upon
the girl at the piano. Perhaps he i.hought
that a young lady of fourteen or fifteen
should not have let her glossy, brown hair,
tumble down her shoulder s so loosely. Her
slight figure was now turned around upon
the piano stool, and she was '. eaning toward
the door, as if listening .
In the middle of the room was a square
table, covered with a w bite cloth and
arrange d with cups, and saucers, and plates,
as if supper were waiting for two, and a
teakettle sat and sang upon a very small
stove in one of the back corners. If the
room had not been pretty large, there would
have been too much in it, altogeth er, for several aged, well rubbed and battered trunks
and chests sat lazily against the wall bet ween
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its heavy old chairs. The yonng listeneT
arose from the piano stool and walkec
around the table toward the door. As she
passed the table, her hands hovered over it,
like a pair of white birds, touching a plate
here, a knife or fork there, the sugar bowl,
the milk jug, the napkins, with a light, airy
touch, that seemed to ask them if they all
were in their places. One hand went out
before her, as she went on toward the door,
and when it reached the knob, it turned
it, quickly. "Locked? Yes, locked," she
said. "Of course. It must be locked. I
ought not to want to get out, but I wish I
could. It must be light somewhere."
The whole room was full of sunshine as
she spoke, and at that moment a brighter
gleam shot across her face.
She's a
"Coming! Coming! Lady!
lady!" screamed the parrot. "Peanuts!
Great Crib! Hurrah!"
"Crib, Crib," said the girl, "do be still.
She's late. Be quiet, Pete."
"Late! Late!" he shouted. "Coming!
Lady! Bly! Illy! Bly!"
"Blind? Yes, Crib, Amy is blind," she
said, as her feathered friends broke out into
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a queerly mingled chorus. "There, I can
te~.r her."
~o ears less acute than those of a bird or
a blind person could have heard the slighi
sound at the foot of the stairs, but more
was made as the feet of the lady pean11t
merchan t came slowly tip. ln a moment
mo1·~. a key was turned in the lock and in
she walked, -ver.v warm and very weary.
"Aa1y, darling! " she said, as she opened
her arms. "Grandm otht:!r ! "Raid Amy, and
then ~.u the family that lived in that room
were at home.
It was not quite six o'clock when Toni
Tracy returned to the Probus building , from
the errand which had enabled him to give
oid :Mrs. Cathcar t so good a lift hom~«-,;ard.
The elevator was still runn!:;g , with less
frequent trips, but there was a small old
man upon the stool instead of a boy.
"Kedzie ," said Tom, "will Pat be here
to-morr ow?"
"Your father said that he would, and
that's all I know," replied a cracked, husky,
crusty voice, out of. one side of a wide,
withered mouth. "Your father's up there
now, and he asked jf you'd got back. l:lc'9
waiting for you.''
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That information was given with a shake
of the head which plainly implied that it
was an awful thing to be waited for by
Tom's father, but Tom did not show any
alarm, even if he felt any. He appeared to
be in a hurry to go up, however, and Kedzie
pulled the rope. There were no stops to
make, and there was no time for impatience
before the door was pushed open and Tom
was out on the ninth floor.
"You'd better report at once," rasped
Kedzie, and down he went, but his ad vice
was not taken.
A key came out of Tom's pocket, the door
of the empty room was opened, and the
morocco case was in his hands.
"I hate to open it," he said," but I've got
to find out whose it is."
He waited for a breath or two, and then
be added:
"It's just awful to turn akeythatdoesn't
belong to me. Hello!"
His fingers had done it for him, almost
without asking his permission, in his eager
excitement, and the inside of the case was
before his eyes.
"I know what they are," he exclaimed.
"They 're doctor's tools. Cut a man all
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up. Lan cits. Forc eps. Don 't kn.o w wha t
that rigg umm agee is. Now , who m does it
all belo ng to? "
The glitt erin g litte r of beau tiful ly polis hed
instr ume nts lay upon a fo1ded shee t of
cham ois leath er, and as Tom lifted that he
sudd enly drew back his finge rs as if he had
touc hed som ethin g too hot~ and utter ed a
loud start led, "Oh !"
Well he migh t, for there , at the bott om of
the case , lay seve ral pack ages of gree nbac ks,
and a smal l, heav y, canv as bag.

CHAPTER II.
ALONE I:il'. THE DARK.
ToM TRACY stood still for a fu11 half
minute, staring down at the astonishing
contents of that case. Then he stooped and
lifted the packages of greenbacks and the
bag, one after another, as carefully as ii
they had been so many sick people.
"Gold!" he said, as he put down the bag.
"Hear it chink! "
His face was pale and his fingers had even
trembled a little, but he was putting on a
brave, determined look, as if he were not
really much afraid of either the surgical
instruments or the money. Nevertheless it
did seem dangerous, somehow, to see it and
to handle it, and that was precisely what
he now felt compelled to do, searching carefully. It was of no use, however, for not a
sign of a business-car d, letter, address, nor
anything else, written or printed, could he
<liscover.
"It's dead sure to be advertised," he said,
28
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"but I don't want to wait for that. I want
to find the owner of it."
He stood in deep thought, for a minute or
so, with his hands in his pockets. Then his
face brightened.
"Hurrah!" he exclaimed. "I know. I
heard them. Dr. Harbeck! Mr. Angus is
sick in one of those seventh floor rooms,
and they sent for him. I saw him. I'd
know him again. Got a twist in his eye. I
can find his name in the directory. I'm all
right now."
He shut and locked the case, and put it
down in a corner of the room, and heaped
old newspapers over it. Then he walked
out and locked the door behind him, and
stood still in front of it.
''Of course," he said, ''I'll speak to father
about it. I wish he'd let me tell him just
how it is, but he won't. Anyhow, I'll get
some supper, and then I'll go after Dr.
Harbeck."
He did not go to the elevator, on his way
to supper, but through one of the passageways on that floor. In every direction hut
one there were corridors lined with business
offices, but at the end of this there was a
home, a family residence. Several very
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good, although not large rooms, on that
upper floor, had been finished for people
to live in, and had been set apart for the
family of the janitor, the trusty and trusted
keeper of that great business hive. He was
a very importan t person, and not many
people lived higher up in the world than he
did, and Tom was his only son.
Mr. Tracy was the only man who knew
all about the Probus building. Under his
orders were all the other men and the boys
and the scrub women who put its hundreds
of rooms in order every evening, to be ready
for the business men who were to enter them
in the morning. Not only was he a very
importan t man, but he knew that he was,
and he looked exceeding ly dignified, for a
man of his size, as he stood by the supper
table waiting for his wife to come in with,
the teapot. His son came in :first, with a
look of serious business on his face.
"Thomas ," said Mr. Tracy, "I've heard
no complain t of your managem ent of the
elevator. I felt that to put you there was a
great risk. I'm glad nothing has happened .
You may go out after supper. The door
will be open for you at ten o'clock."
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Every word came out as if he were a general in command, approving of the manner
in which some gallant young officer had
stonnerl a battery. He was rewarding the
hero with a furlough, but instead of thanking him Tom broke out at once: "Father, I
found something to-day. Left in the elevator. Great value-"
"Do you know the owner, Thomas?"
"I guess I do," said Tom. "I wanted to
tell you about it. You ought to know what
it is-"
"Stop, Thomas!" said his father, sharply.
"If you know the owner, and can find him,
I've no business to know any more. I
won't know. Don't tell me. Don't tell
anybody. If I should try to know too
much in this building, it would ruin me.
Mind that, Thomas. Never know too
much. A boy that knows too much isn't
worth a cent."
"I'll take it right to him," said Tom.
"That's all I want,'' said his father. ·
"And Tom doesn't want to be shut up in
that elevator all vacation," added a very
pleasant voice behind them.
A tall, portly lady was putting down ~
steaming teapot, and the rest of the table
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talk was in her hands. Her view of the
the case was that the elevator was a kind
of summer prison for a boy just out of
school, while her husband regarded it as a
post of honor, a stepping-stone to higher
posts in the offices of business men. Tom
himself shared a little in both views, but
he di-<l not have much to say, and finished
his supper rapidly. Shortly afterward, he
was out of the building and on his \Vay up
town with a parcel, well wrapped up in
brown paper, under his arm. He had looked
into a directory; he knew where he was
going, and he was in a hurry. Even when
he reached the center of the world, in City
Hall square, he did not pause. The great
suspension bridge over the East River en<ls
there, close by the end of the elevated railway, and there is a tall, electric telegraph
post at the curbstone, and the center of the
world is believed to be at the foot of that
pole. Tom may not have known it. At all
events he darted up the stairway to the elevated railway station, and into a closely
packed train. Notagreat while afterward he
was standing in a large, parlor-like room, in
an elegant residence a way uptown, on Madison avenue. There was a long table in the
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mid (lle of the room, and every chair around
the wall contained somebody who was
waiting to see the doctor. Tom had been
sitting down all day, and he was willing
enough to stand and guess what was the
matter with those people', but he kept his
precious parcel tucked under his arm. One
after another the doctor's visitors were
summone d by a very polite, mysteriou~
looking colored man, and passed on into an
. inner room, and nearly an hour went by,
in spite of what must have been pretty
rapid work in dealing with them. Tom
stood on one foot then on the other, and he
was still studying the patients when his
arm was touched. The very polite, mysterious looking colored man had come for
him, and he felt his heart beat as he followed. It was only through a door, into a
small room where the doctor sat by a desk,
bending over and writing something . By
him, on the top of the desk, sat a black
morocco case, that Tom thought he remembered. Instantly , off came the paper wrap·
ping of the one he had brought, an<l, when the
doctor looked up, there were two cases there,
just alike, side by side.
"There it is, Dr. Harbeck," said Tom.
a
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The doctor did not reply at once, but he
picked up the returne d case, opened it,
looked sharply into it, and put it down.
Then his keen, gray eyes flashed into Tom's
and he asked: "Wher e did I leave it?"
"In the north elevato r of the Probus
buildin g," said Tom. " I found it after you
had gone."
"How did you know 'twas · mine?"
asked the doctor, with a quick, inquisi tive
look.
"There was no other doctor, all day,''
said Tom. "You came to see Mr. Angm:.,
on the seventh floor. When you got in you
had two cases- "
"Room two hundre d and thirtee n," muttered the doctor. "Did you know my
name? Did you know that .Mr. Angus was
sick?"
"Not till afterw ard," said Tom. "I heard
a man say you though t he'd get well."
"Hump h!" said the doctor. "Don' t tell
anybod y that he is sick, and nobody must
know that he is there."
"I shan't say anythin g," replied Tom.
"I'll send out and stop my adverti semeuts," said the doctor. "Now, what's
your name? "

ALONE IN THE DARK

35

"Thomas Tracy. My father is janitor 01
the Probus building. But you haven't
counted the money."
"I know it's all there," said Dr. Harbeck .
·'I'm glad you were so prompt. Glad you
are honest. Honesty can't be paid for.
Business-like promptness can be paid for.
That's for the way you've done your business. Not one cent for yCimr honesty."
He held out some greenbacks, as he spoke,
but Tom hesitated.
"Take them," said Dr. Harbeck. "One
per cent. on ten thousand. One hundred
dollars. It's a straight, business transaction."
Tom's fingers ran over the bills with a
queer tremor and tingle in them. Never in
his life before had he owned more than a
dollar at one time.
" he said ' "but it's
"I s'pose it's all rio-ht
'
b
an awful lot of money."
"Promise not to spend a cent of it for
sixty days," said Dr. Harbeck.
"1'11 promise," said Tom, breathlessly.
"Then it won't hurt you," replied the
doctor, as he turned and wrote rapidly in
a memorandum book on the desk. "I want
you to come and see me at the end of your
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two months. I wish to know how my prescription works."
"I'll come," said Tom. "I don't run the
elevator, only to-day. It's my vacation,
but I'm not going to school a gain."
"Yes, you will," said Dr. Harbeck. "You
can't help it. You'll learn something all the
while. Keep your eyes about you. Learn
all you can. Go hom e now. Thank y ou for
being so prompt. Come and see me. Good
evening."
Out went Tom, not quite sure whether or
not he had said good-bye, or anything else,
but as he reached the side walk in front of
the house he remarked, aloud:
"If Dr. Harbeck isn't made of lightning,
I'd like to know what he is made of. One
hundred dollars! It's the first money I ever
earned, and I can't just see how I really
earned it. Old M r s. Cathcart's bask et
weighed a dozen times as much as Dr.
Harbeck's case did."
He walked very slowly on his way to the
nearest elevated railway station, for all the
reasons for haste that he knew of were
gone. He did not speak a g ain of Mrs.
Cathcart nor of the weight of her basket,
but she had spoken of him several times

ALONE IN THE DARK

37

after he left her. She had wished that he
had gone all the way home with her, and
had been there to carry her baskets up
stairs for her.
"Grandmother, " said the blind girl, as the
baskets were brought in, "Supper's ready.
Are you very tired? "
"Yes, Amy. It's a warm day. Busy, too.
They stole more of my oranges-the wharf
rats did-there, I won't speak of it again.
Poor dear! Alone all day!"
"All day! " shouted Crib. "Lone all day!
Great Crib! Hurrah!"
"I want a cup of tea," said Mrs. Cathcart,
as she sat down at the table; but Amy was
already bringing the teapot from the stove.
It looked as if she did not really need sight
to come and go, and to find at once anything in that room. There was another
room back of it, and two beds could be seen
in it through the open door. It was a
smaller room and seemed, like the larger
room, to have too much in it.
Amy took her seat at the opposite side of
the tea table, and her fingers seemed to find
without difficulty anything within her reach,
very much as if she were not living in the
dark. The canary sang in his cage, and the
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parrot made occasional remarks. The glare
of the midsummer daylight slowly faded.
The supper was finished and cleared away,
and all thew bile Amy's grandmothe r talked
busily about a wide variety of matters.
She chatted cheerfully, even chirpily, but for
all that her face, which Amy could not see,
wore a deep, discontented kind of shadow.
Amy also talked, and asked, and answered
questions, and she, too, was cheerful, but it
almost seemed as if she were too much so.
It was a great deal as if each of them was
trying to make the other see how very contented she felt.
About an hour passed by, and the shadows all around the room were getting deeper,
when the one upon the old woman's face
changed into an expression of decision and
of business.
"Now, Amy," !he said, "I'm going out
on an errand. I '11 not be g one long. You,
and Pete, and Crib can keep house."
She did not say what her errand was, but
she picked up two of her baskets and hurried
away. She did not lig ht a lamp before she
went, and it did not ~ce m that Amy could
need one. When the blind g irl was left alone,
however, the room was lonelier than it had
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been in the day time, because Pete and Crib
were now silent. The room had grown
dark to them, and their bird bed time had
come.
Amy attended to the tea dishes, and then
walked hither and thither around the room,
picking up things and putting them down
again, as if she were making sure that they
were all in place and order. Every chair
seemed to have some particul ar spot upon
which it was its duty to stand so that its
young mistress could walk right to it and
find it in the dark. No other person could
have gone to and fro there as she did. People with good eyes could not have found
their way without feeling for it much more
carefully than she did. When all that was
done, she went and sat down by the piano
and played a little, and then she sang a very
sweet, old -fashione d song, but she did not
sing the whole of it. She stopped short, as
if she did not feel like singing, and then she
arose and once more walked restlessl y
around theroom .
"I've heard them tell about prisons, " she
said to herself, aloud. ''I feel as if I were in
pnson. I just can't stand it! It's real
hard I"
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The last words were uttered in a trem ulous, plaintive tone, just as she came to the
closed door at the head of the stairway.
Her fingers felt for the knob and lock, and
after finding them, kept their hold and
turned and twisted.
"Open?" she suddenly exclaimed. "Has
grandmother gone away and forgotten to
lock the door? "
It was, indeed, open, and she stood still
for a brief moment, in a kind of frightened,
irresolute way. "I '11 do it!" she said, in a
voice which was almost a whisper. "I '11
only walk down the stairs and up again."
It was a strong, masterful impulse, without any special cause that she could have
given at that moment, but it led the blind
girl down the stairs and out into the street.
She walked out of a little world, of which
she knew and could find every corner, into a
great out-of-doors world, of which she knew
nothing at all. She hardly knew what she
had done. She beard sounds in all directions, but none of them werenear her. There
was no sound among them of a human voice.
Her mind was in tumult and confusion, and
her heart beat hard. For a minute or so,
she walked along almost as if she could see.
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Theu she suddenly stood still, for a great
feeling of fear had come upon her.
"Where am I?" she gasped. "Where is
this place? Oh, it is all so dark!"
A million of people were around her, and
yet she was alone-alone in the dark! There

"t'LL ONLY WALK DOWN THE STAIRS AND UP AGAIN. "

was a boy walking along, just then, down
a wide street which seemed almost deserted,
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but which was all one glare of gas light and
electric light. His handswereinhispockets ,
and he was not even whistling, for he was
thinking.
"I can't get into the Probus building till
ten o'clock," he remarked. ''Hello!"
Only a few steps in front of him stood a
bare-headed girl, in a light dress, holding
out her hands as if she were feeling for something that she could not find.
"So dark!'' she said. "Oh, where am I?"
She's lost her way!"
"She's blind!
and he sprang
excitedly,
boy,
exclaimed the
forward and caught hold of one of her
hands.
"Who are you?" she screamed. "Let
go! I want my grandmother!"
"Don't be scared," he said, very much as
if he were out of breath. ''I'm Tom Tracy.
You're stone blind. I'm awful sorry.
What's your name? Where do you live?
You ought to go right home!"
''I want to go,'' she said, reaching around
in a terrified w ay with her other hand. "I
want to get home right away. I'm Amy
Cathcart. Grandmother lives at the corner
of Garnet and Burgoyne streets."
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"Oh, yes, I know her," said Tom, as if he
were greatly relieved. "She keeps the peanut stand. She knows me. Now don't be
so scared. I'll take care of you. Come
along with me. How on earth did you get
out here?"
"I didn't mean to," said Amy. "I just
came down stairs to look around."
"Look around?" said Tom, and then
he stopped and whistled, but she had told
him the exact truth. She had been led out
there by a blind girl's vague, feverish longing to see.
Tom was more excited than he had been
byfindingDr. Harbeck'scase in the elevator.
He pulled Amy's arm into his and led her
away, with a strong feeling that he was
protecting her from all sorts of dangers.
"Here we are," he said, a few moments
later. "Right up stairs, Amy. Oh, but
ain't I glad you knew where it was!"
"Yes," said Amy, in a voice that still
trembled a little. "I've always known the
name of the streets."
"The stairs are awful dark," said Torn.
"Can you find your way? I can't. Dark
as a pocket There! I forgot! "

.
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For a moment he had actually forgotte n
her blindnes s, but she went up the stairs confidently and he w ent with her, and the door
at the top was wide open.
"The room isn't lighted, " said Amy.
"I'll scratch a match," said Tom. "I've
got one. How did you know that the gas
wasn't turned on?"
'"Tisn' t gas," said Amy. "It's lamps.
I can always tell when they're lighted. It
makes a difference in the dark. It isn't the
same kind of dark. I know when the sun
shines and when it doesn't. "
"Were you always blind?" asked Tom, as
he lighted the largest lamp in the room.
"No, I wasn't, " said Amy. "I stopped
seeing all of a sudden when I was seven
years old. I can think back now, and see
some of the things I looked at before that.
Since then it's all been dark."
Tom looked around for other lamps, and
he seemed possesse d to light them all, and
then he plied Amy with an excited string of
question s. She was more glad to have him
there than she could have told him, and
she mixed up a question of her own with
everyan swershe madehim . Hesaidh ewould
stay until Mrs. Cathcar t's return, and he
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had no idea that he was being watched by
anybody. He was just wondering what
might be the color of Amy's eyes, if she
should open them, when he was pretty
sharply startled.
"Great Crib!'' screeched a harsh voice,
close to his left ear. ''Hurrah! She's coming! Wharf rats! Peanuts, lady! Great
Crib!"

•

CHAPTER III.
TOM AND THE MONEY KING.

screech which had startled Tom was
hoarsely loud and piercing, and his face
came round with a jerk, but he knew a parrot when he saw one.
Crib had been a wakened by the light, and
the chatter which had been going on had
aroused him to action. He had hooked himself down from his perch, and across the
floor and up the chair-back, until the top
round furnished him with a first-rate holding. There he paused a moment, making
motions with his beak which looked like a
half-formed purpose of nipping Tom's ear,
but his talkative tendencies conquered, and,
instead of biting it off, he only sent his best
voice into it. Part of what he said was
instantly exphined by a sound of feet upon
the stairs, which he had heard before anybody else had, and in a moment more the
door opened.
"Amy! Amy!" anxiously exclaimed Mrs.
THE
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Cathcart, hurrying in. "What is the matter? Tom Tracy!''
"Matter!" screamed Crib. "Matter!
Tom! He's a lubber."
The old lady had been astonished, on
reaching the street corner, by the unexpected
light that streamed from her own windows,
and she had made a breathless rush to find
out what it meant. She had left her baskets of fresh fruit and peanuts at the foot of
the stairs. She was now looking from Tom
to Amy and back again in a state of half
angry excitement, but her disturbance of
mind seemed to be nothing compared to
that of Crib. That brilliant bird was balancing himself on the chair-back and pouring
forth a noisy torrent of what he may have
meant for an explanation . After all, ':l'om
had barely escaped a hooked snap which
was aimed at the back of his neck as h~:
sprang up to meet Mrs. Cathcart.
"It's all right," he began, eagerly. "It's
all right! She didn't get very far away-"
"Tom Tracy!" exclaimed Mrs. Cathcart,
"Amy didn't get out, did she?"
"Yes, indeed, she did," replied Tom. "She
was away o"t·er on Broad street when I
found her. She didn't know where she was,
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though. I brought her right home. She
was scared half to death."
"Oh, dear!" said Mrs. Cathcart. "She's
so helpless! And I've always been so particular about the door. She's never been
out before, and hardly anybody knows
where she lives, or· that she's anywhere, at
all."
She bad to stop there and hug her granddaughter, who was now clinging to her in a
way which ought to have calmed her down
a little, but it did not. She talked right on
and told Tom a great many things about
the Cathcart family, the peanut business,
and the great difficulty a lonely old woman
found in caring for a blind girl. Tom heard
it all without making many remarks, but
be felt as if yet another kind of dignity were
growing upon him. Not only he was a
young man with money in his pocket, but
he had found and rescued Amy, and had
become her next friend and protector.
Mrs. Cathcart was full of gratitude, and
she mentioned, several times, Tom's goodhearted conduct in carrying her basket, that
afternoon, very much as if it had something to do with his finding Amy in the
evenmg.
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"Well , grand mothe r," remar ked Amy at
last, huggin g her again, "ain't you glad it
was Tom? "
It was as if he were an old and truste d
friend of the family , and the one boy in. New
York by whom such a runaw aysho uld have
been found.
"Grea t Crib!" said the parrot , gravel y,
but the talk went on witho ut any reply
being made directl y to him.
"Tom ," said Mrs. Cathc art, at last,
''you' ve gut to go home, now, but you may
come again, some day, and hear Amy play
the piano. She can play almos t anythi ng
she has ever heard. "
"Oh, but how I do wish I could read,"
interru pted Arny, as if her own thoug hts
had been going in a differe nt directi on.
"Read ?" said Tom. "Don 't I wish you
could! And you could read music, too."
"That 's what I mean, 11 said Amy.
"I'll tell you what, thoug h," said Tom,
eagerl y, to Mrs. Cathc art, "I'd just like to
come and read to her. It would do her
good. It's my vacati on, and I can come as
well as not. I'll bring a book."
The old woma n stared at him as if his
offer amaze d her. ·
4
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"Boo k?" she said. "You '11 come and
bring a book and read aloud to Amy ?"
"Oh, grand moth er," plead ed the blind
girl, ''let him come ! I woul d so like to hear
a book ! Do let him come !"
"Tom Trac y!" said Mrs. Cath cart,
doub tfully .
"Gre at Crib !" grum bled the parro t.
"Wel l, yes, Tom ," slow ly added the old
wom an. "I woul dn't let anyb ody else;
but then -yes, you may come . She does
get so awfu lly lonel y. May be she'd really
like to be read to. You can get the key of
me at the stand . It's getti ng late now,
thoug h, and you'v e got to go home .''
"I'll come to-m orrow ," said Tom, energ etically , and then they said good -nigh t, and
he went out into the stree t with a stron g
feeling upon him that he had becom e a sort
of guard ian for Mrs. Cath cart's blind ,
orpha n, and very helpl ess grand -daug hter.
It seeme d to. him that he had a great deal
more than usual to think of as he walk ed
• along home ward .
There were liftin g shutt ers, green wrink les
of steel bars, at the main entra nce of the
Prob us b11ilding.
They were the outer
guard ians of all the hund reds of doors

--

TOM AND THE MONEY KING

51

inside, and of all the offices and prope rty
behind those doors, and the stricte st care
was taken that only the proper person s
should pass them after certain fixed hours.
Tom Tracy stood in front of them, at a
little before ten o'clock , waitin g for them to
move.
"Boy, " said an anxiou s voice behind him,
"how am I to get in?"
"That 's what you can't do," said Tom.
"Not at this time of night. I can't get in
myself till ten o'cloc k."
"Oh," said the strang er. "You belong
here? I'm glad of that. My name is Gangway, Rufus Gangw ay, and my errand is of
the utmos t impor tance. "
- ''They won't let you in on any accou nt,"
said Tom. ''Wha t do you want? I'm Tom
Tracy . My father is the janito r."
''I've got to go to room nurnb ertwo hun, dred and thirtee n," said Mr. Gangw ay,
still more anxiou sly. "All these papers ,
telegra ms to be delive red,-m ust be!"
"Oh," said Tom. "They 'refor Mr.An gus.
Well, nobod y's allowe d."
"Do you know he's there? " exclaim ed
Mr. Gangw ay. "You' re just the fellow I
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want to see. Tell me the truth, now. Can
he live? Is there any hope?"
There was almost a tremor in his voice,
and Tom's feelings were touched. He felt
that he could reply to that question without
betraying any secret.
"Mr. Angus is all right," he said. "Dr.
Harbeck says so. He'll be on his feet to-morrow."
"Hur rah!" all butshouted Mr.Gangway.
"That's good news! Best kind of news.
Can you take in these papers?"
"Of course I can," said Tom. "You
can't."
"Take them, then," said Mr. Gangway.
"Did you see Dr. Harbeck?"
"He was here to-day, and I've been at his
house this evening," said Tom.
''Boy," said Mr. Gangway, "it's the best
news I've heard in a long time. It's worth
thousands and thousands to me. Will you
give those things into his own hands?"
''I will," sa id Tom, and at that moment
a crack began to show at the bottom of the
shutters.
"Come in, Tom," called out the twangy
voice of old Kedzie. "Don't keep me waiting. That fellow can't come in."
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"Tom," said Mr. Gangway, "don't let a
living soul but Mr. Angus know I was here.
Tom Tracy? Yes, that's the name. There,
·Tom, that's for you, but I'm thankful-"
"Come in, Tom," twanged Kedzie; and
Mr. Gangw ay wheeled and walked off buoyantly, and Tom darted through the widening gap at the bottom of the shutters.
Kedzie's tongue ran right along, telling
how strict were his ord ers from Mr. Tracy,
about ten o'clock and those shutters, but
Tom's mind was too busy for making
replies. He shot up the broad stairway at
once. That and all the halls and corridors
were well lig hted, although deserted and
silent. On the third floor Tom paused, for
a moment, to glance at the pach1ge of
p a pers, and at the last thing given him by
Mr. Gangway .
"I thought it was a dollar bill," he
exclaimed, "and it's a ten! Well, I guess
he knew wh at he was about. Those speculators don't care so much about a ten. I'll
go straight to number two hundred and
thirteen."
Up be went, story after story, and when he
knocked at that door it was opened by a
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very sharp-faced, middle-aged gentleman,
who only said, "Well?"
"Despatches for Mr. Angus," said Tom.
"Give them to me," said the sharp-faced
man.
"No," said Tom, "I can't give them up to
anybody but Mr. Angus."
"Give them to me," was responded in a
harsh,imperative way. "I'm Judge Carpen ter. Mr. Angus is here. I'll hand them to
him."
"No," said Tom, firmly. "I don't know
anybody but Mr. Angus. I'm Tom Tracy,
the janitor's son."
"All right, Carpenter. His head is level.
Let him come in," called out a clear, hearty
voice, inside, and the door swung open.
Tom walked in and saw a short, stout,
gray-haired man, sitting in an armchair,
by a table thickly strewn with papers. He
seemed to be measuring Tom with his piercing, dark eyes.
"You know me, do you?" he said.
"You're Mr. Angus," said Tom. "Mr.
Rufus Gangway told me to hand those to
you. He went away."
"Rufe
- _,;So!" remarked · Mr. Angus.
hunted for 'em at my office, I guess, to get a
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chance to bring 'em. Well, well, my life or
death is of great importance to Rufe. Did
you tell him I am all right, Tom?"
"Yes, I did," said Tom, ''but I didn't tell
him all that Dr. Harbeck said when I was
at his house. It wasn't much."
"Dr. Harbeck said little enough to me,"
interrupted Mr. Angus, with a sudden flash
of interest. "Tell me what he said to you!
Tell all of it! "
"He didn't tell me anything," said Tom,
''but I heard him say to himself that Angus
was safe this time, but he mustn't do it
again."
"I rather think, then, that Angus won't,"
slowly remarked the great financier in the
armchair. "That is warning enough.
Angus will run a way from overwork as
fast as he can. Harbeck means that I must
get away or die. Did you tell that to Rufus
Gangway?"
"No, I didn't," said Tom, "but he understood, perfectly, that the effects of too much
business and excitement threatened to kill
the money king."
"Tom," said Mr. Angus, after a moment
of thoughtful ·silence, ''.you have d9ne pretty
well. Keep your mouth shut about me.
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There 's ten dollar s for not tellin g Rufe any
more -"
"You can keep it," said Tom, proud ly .
-"I haven 't earne d it. I don't want it.''
The great man's mann er had been very
much as if he were dropp ing a crumb to a
chicken, and Tom was feeling like a grow n
up man who had just made a fortun e, and
who had impo rtant busin ess on his hands .
Mr. Angu s half arose from his chair, as if in
aston ishme nt.
"Wh at?" he said. "Loo k here! "
Tom looke d him straig ht in the face.
"Carp enter ," said Mr. Angu s, "look at
him! He's a curios ity. I offered him ten
dollar s and he didn' t take it. He'd never
do for a lawye r."
Carpe nter's sharp face was full of fun as
he respo nded: "Yes, be will, thoug h. No
sound -mind ed lawye r would take ten when
he could get twen ty."
"But he can't, " said Mr. Angu s.
"Yes, he could ," said Carpe nter, "or a
hundr ed times twent y, just for tellin g what
he know s."
"I don't want your mone y," said Tom,
redde ning. "I'm not that kind of boy."
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"You're right," exclaimed Mr. Angus.
"Your name's Tom Tracy? I'll put it right
down. I'll know where to find you, if I
want you. Go along, now. I guess you
can be trusted."
Out went Tom, and up the next flight of
stairs, and the next, and on through the
lighted corridors, until he came to the janitor's corner of the ninth floor. He knew
that everybody there was already in bed,
but he did not feel exactly like going to sleep.
A great deal had happened to him that day,
and he was in a flush and fever of excitement. He unlocked and opened a door, and
the passageway he entered had in it a stairway not much wider than a ladder. At the
top was a hatch that lifted easily on hinges,
and in a moment more Tom was out upon
the nearly flat roof of the Probus building. It was a splendid summer night, aII
stars and no moon. The salt wind that
came from the sea was warm, and yet it
made Tom feel cooler. He walked along
and leaned against a chimney, and looked
in all directions. All the streets of the
great city, as he looked down upon
them, were long lines of glittering lights.
Every ship and steamer along the end-
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less wharves, or at anchor in the harbor,
or in the bay, had lanterns hung out, to
keep other vessels from running into them.
Out upon Bedloe's Island shone the great,
blazing star that Tom called "the Liberty
Light," and away up the Hudson or" North"
River, and on the East River, he could see
the ferryboats coming and going like so
many floating illumination s. It was a
grand place, up there in the silence, for getting a night view of the great city, and for
thinking.
"Why didn't I take that ten?" asked Tom
of himself. "Mr. Angus has loads and loads
of money. He could buy the Probus build ..
ing and three or four blocks more. I can't
guess how many. Ten dollars isn't anything to him. I'm glad I didn't take it,
though, somehow."
Tom was a pretty keen boy, but he
couldn't make it out. It was one of those
points of honor which come to every boy,
but that no boy ever could "make out."
At that very moment, in room number
two hundred and thirteen, Mr. Angus picked
up a ten dollar bill whic;h had been lying
upon the table .. · .·
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"Carpenter," said he," that is Tom Tracy's
ten dollars, and I'm going to invest it for
him and see if it won't grow a little. I
couldn't take it back, you know."
"I guess it'll grow, if you take good care
of it," replied the lawyer, laughing.
Tom heard nothing of that. He leaned
against the chimney in silence, for a few
minutes, and then he straightened up.
"I'll tell you what," he said, aloud, "I'll
do as Dr. Harbeck said about thathundred.
It'll take two months to kn9w what to do
with it, anyhow. I'll just lock it up and I
won't spend a cent of it. I've got to speak
to father about it, though. Guess I'll go to
bed now."
Down he went, closing the hatch in the
roof after him, and quietly found his way
to his own room, and into bed, and he was
asleep, like a healthy boy that he was,
quicker than he might have expected.
The Probus building towered up to an
uncommon height, but only a few squares
distant from it there was another which
was as tall but not as wide, and something
foterestirig was occurring there: at atwut
this time.
. ..
· .. .. . ..
'
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The Australian building had also a wide
entrance, in the daytime, that was now
closed by folding, steel shutters, painted
green. On the stone doorstep in front of
them, sat something all curled up, and over
it leaned a large man with a club in his
hand. He was dressed in blue, with bright
gilt buttons, and he had a yellow stripe on
one of his arms.
"Get up! " he said, sharply. "What are
you doing there? Get up!"

uOH, I BELONG HERB."

" Oh, I belong here," answered the curled
up something, very sturdily.
" No, you don't," said the man in blue.
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"Get right up. You're going to the station
house with me."
"No, I ain't," came b ack, as the some·
thing began to uncurl itself, but its voice,
this time, was not, by any means, so sturdy.
"You're all right, though. You're Johnny
Sample, the roundsrnan. I'm Gap Cruden,
and they've locked me out. I didn't get
home on time."
''Well, yes," said the officer, in a tone of
deep and stern decision. "I know you.
You'd ought to ha' got home an hour ago.
I can't let you stay here. It's against
orders."
Gap Cruden was on his feet now, and a
more disconsolate youngster there was not,
in all that ward of the city, during a long
minute of argument which followed with
that stony-hearted policeman. He did seem
so awfully strong and cruel when his left
hand closed with a grip on Gap's coat
collar, and his right, with the club in it,
pointed up the street in the direction of the
police station-full of cells for arre~ted
people.

CHAPTER IV.
TOM AND THE MONEY MARKET.

THAT was a dreadful minute for poor Gap
Cruden, and he was altogether too badly
scared to know that the merciless police·
man who had griped him was really chuck.
ling to himself all the time. Just as Gap
began to feel himself puIIed along and to
shiver all over at the prospect of spending
the rest of the night in a cell at the policestation, there was a metallic rattle behind
·him, and the green-wrinkle shutters of the
Australian building were lifted a little.
"That'll do, Jack Sample," said a voice
rlown by the doorstep. "I '11 let him in.
He'll have to go to the sta tion, though, the
next time he's late. I'm try ing to teach him
to be punctil. He never was punctil in his
life."
"All right, Cruden," said the roundsman,
"I'll let him off forthis once, but he mustn't
do it again. They '11 send him up for ten
days, on bread and water."
62
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"Goo d enoug h for him," said Mr. Crude n,
severe ly. "I told him to be in doors at nine
o'cloc k, and here it is after ten."
"I got here at half past nine," whine d
Gap, as he stoop ed to crawl under the lifted
shutte rs.
"Tha t won' t do, Gap," said the officer.
"Hal f past isn't on time. Why, they'd
turn me adrift , any day, if I shoul d try and
make 'em believ e it was."
''Tha t's so, Jack, " said Gap's father ,
from behin d his green -steel barrie r, "and
Gap's lost four places alread y, just by not
being punct il. He's alway s got an excus e
ready , too, but it won't work. Some how
ar other, he's got to learn how to get in on
·
time. "
"Brea d and water ," chuck led the policeman, as he turne d away . "He's the queerest kind of a little red-he aded cub. I scared
him good, but there 's some thing else comin g
to him. Old Crude n had a rattan ."
Gap had darte d th1·ou gh the openi ng at
the botto m of the shutte rs, and they came
down with a click, so that neithe r Jack
Samp le nor anybo dy else outsid e of. the
Austr aiian · buildi ng k11ew wheth er or no±
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anything for punctuality was done with
that rattan.
If Tom Tracy had been awake at that
hour, instead of asleep, and if he could have
heard as far as Mrs. Cathcart's room, he
might have heard some words which interested Amy very much, as she lay and listened.
"Rent! "muttered the old woman, tossing
restlessly. "No, indeed! I won't pay those
fellows any rent, and they can't make me.
Amy's grandfather was born in this house,
and I was born next door. It's all hers, to
the next corner, if she had her rights. I
won't pay a cent to have her and me live
here, now, you see if I do."
"I never heard her say as much as that
before," thought Amy. "I do hope Tom 'll
come to-morrow."
He intended coming, for the last thing in
his mind before he dropped asleep had been:
"What on earth '11 I take to read to Amy
Cathcart? I don't know."
Gap Cruden did not get asleep right away
after his escape from being locked up as well
as locked out. He had seen a few inches of
the rattan as plainly as had the policeman
himself, and now he saw-the whole of it, and
it seemed to recall ttnpleasant memories.
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He also saw his father standing before him
without any coat on and with his shirt
sleeves rolled up.
"I-I didn't mean to be late," stuttered
Gap. "There was some of us boys-"
The frown on Mr. Cruden's face did not
relax, but he interrupted them in a voice
that was so deep it cracked a little, trying
to go deeper.
"Not another word!" he said. "Not so
much as one word! Not one! Come along
up stairs! "
There were a great many of those stairs,
flight after flight, and Mr. Cruden seemed
disposed to make the most of them. He
took each flight a stair at a time, and each
foot of the passages a foot at a time, walking slowly and solemnly a few steps in
advance of Gap. He held the rattan in his
right hand, and every now and then he
struck with it smartly upon the wall, as he
went along, or upon a stair above him.
"How that would cut, if it was me! "
thought Gap. "He can just make it whistle.
Ooof ! "
He even thought more favorably of the
station house, as they climbed _the last story,
slower still, and it occurred to him that
5
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cell might even be a kind of place of refuge.
The upper floor was reached, at last, a nd
again Mr. Cruden turned and stood before
his son in grim silence-very grim, indeed.
"I guess it's coming," thought Gap, as
his father drew that long, pliant stick delibl'.! rately through the fingers of his other
hand.
"Gap," said Mr. Cruden, suddenly pointing with the rattan very much as Johnny
Sample had pointed with his club, "go to
bed! I'll teach you to be punctil ! "
Gap hurried away, oppressed by the
weight of a desperate resolution that he
would never again be behind time.
Tom Tracy's next thought came to him
when the sun of the next morning, streaming in at his window, waked him up and
pulled him out of bed.
"I don't want any elevator to-day," he
exclaimed. "I must see about that, first
thing I do." And then he added, more
thoughtfully, as if he remembered another
thing of importance: "Well, yes, all that
money's there. I know it is, but I'd kind of
like to take a look at it. I '11 get my clothes
on first, though."
:i
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It seemed to require some effort to .wait,
and even while he was brushing his hair
with one hand, he unlocked the upper
drawer of his bureau with the other and
lifted out something.
"There it is," he said, as if he had been
doubting it. "One hundred dollars, and
it's all mine. I'm going to keep my word to
Dr. Harbeck, though."
Back went the little packet of notes, and
the drawer was locked again.
"Mother's getting breakfast," said Tom.
"I '11 go out and find father."
That, as he remarked to himself, was not
al ways an easy .thing to do, at that time
of the day, for the great task of getting the
Probus building ready for its business men
was going forward under Mr. Tracy's direction. Perhaps he might have been harder
to find if it had not been so very near breakfast time. Tom was walking along the
corridor, studying in which direction to
hunt first, when his question was answered
for him.
"There he comes! " he said. "But how
shall I tell him about it?"
Mr. Tracy came along with a brisk but
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dignified step, as becam e the officer in command of the Probu s busin ess fort.
''Tom ," he said, "no eleva tor for you
to-da y."
"I'm glad of that," said Tom. "Fath er,
do you know how Mr. Angu s is, this morn ing? Dr. Harbe ck said he'd be bette r."
"How did you know that secre t?"
exclai med Mr. Tracy , in a tone of utter
aston ishme nt. "Why , Thom as, it's all
wron g! All wron g! The secret has leake d !
How <lid it leak? "
Tom expla ined how he came to know
about Mr. Angu s, and his fathe r listen ed as
if he feared the mana geme nt of the Probu s
buildi ng was break ing down .
"I'd no chanc e to speak to you about it
last night ," said Tom. "I knew you must
know the secret ."
"Of cours e I did,'' said his father , emph atically . "Eve ry janito rhast okeep secre ts or
he isn't worth a cent. Tom, keep your
mout h shut, unless the buildi ng's comin g
down . Be carefu l whom you tell, even if it
does."
"Oug htn't I to tell you every thing, right
away ?" asked Tom, seriou sly.
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"No, sir! By no means!'' said Mr. Tracy.
"Not unless it's. necessary. I don't let anybody tell me anything, if I can help it.
Have you got a secret, Tom?"
"Yes, I have," said Tom, "and it'll keep
awhile, but I wanted to tell you.".
"Don't you do it," was the a1most stern
reply of Mr. Tracy. "I'm bringing you up
right. Don't you ever know a secret. If
you do know one don't know it well
enough to tell it. I've known lots of men
to break up in business bee a use they knew
too much. Some break up because they
to1d what they knew. A boy that can't
shut up isn't worth a cent. Come! Let's
go to breakfast !"
Tom stood in genuine awe of his father,
and had great confidence in his good sense,
but it helped him to be able to think: "Anyhow, it's two months before I need ask him
what I'd better do with the money."
It did not so much as enter his head that
be needed to say anything to his father
about Amy Cathcart. Any advice upon
thatsubje ctwas to be looked for from somebody else than the command er of the Probus building.
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.B reakfas t was the next thing in ordl!r
there, and so it was in the second floor
room on the corner of Garnet and Burgoy ne
streets. That room was full of an odor of
coffee, and it was also full of Pete's morning music, as he swung in his cage at the
window .
Mrs. Cathca rt and Amy sat opposi te each
other, across the table which was continu ally inspect ed and remark ed upon by Crib,
as he cocked his head this way and that
way and listened , knowin gly, to the conversati on. There was not a great deal of
that, but at last, as the old lady arose, she
exclaim ed: "Book s! Readin g! I wish I
had a boy like Tom Tracy to run myerra nds
for me. There'd be some good in that, such
a hot day as this '11 be."
Hurrah !"
Wharf rats!
"Peanu ts!
shouted the parrot. "Orang es!'' He continued to mentio n articles of her stock in
trade, while she prepare d her basket s and
walked out with them.
The blind girl heard the key turn in the
lock at the head of the stairs, and knew
that she was shut in for the day. She felt
better satisfie d, after her evening 's adventure, that the locked door was a wise pre-
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caution, but for all that the click brought
back to her a doleful, imprisoned feeling. It
\Vas all the worse because of the fact that
she had been actually out of prison, in the
street, in the world, and had picked up a
new acquaintanc e. And yet it grew easier
to bear as she remembered that she was to
have company.
That was a great thought, and a flutter
of expectation grew upon her, as she attended
to the breakfast things and then busied herself all over the room, putting it in good
order. She seemed determined to touch
every article it contained, as if to ask if it
were in the right pl a ce and in condition to
be looked at by company.
"I wish I could see him," she said to herself, aloud. "Oh, dear me! What if he
should not come? He said he would. I do
so hope he will come!"
The half dread that he might not seemed
to make the room darker, or else Arny's eyes
felt blinder, so strongly had she fixed her
hope upon the promised visit.
"People have come to see grandmothe r,"
she had said, "but nobody ever before came
to see me."
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As for Tom heate his breakfas t, but hesat
still until his father left the room. He did
not really sit very still, and somethi ng
seemed to be the matter with him, until at
last it escaped at his mouth.
''Queere st thing you ever beard of,
mother, " be exclaime d, clearing his throat.
"I have found a blind girl-"
"Fo1-111d a blind girl?" said Mrs. Tracy, in
great astonish ment.
''Stone blind!" said Tom, and his portly
mother stood in front of him, as he turned
in his chair, while he rapidly went over the
strange story of his meeting with Amy
Cathcar t.
He had question s enough to answer, but
at last he asked one of his own: "Mothe r,''
he said, "you know more about books than
I do. What had I better read to her?"
That brought Mrs. Tracy down into a
chair, and the broom she had been holding
fell upon the floor.
"Book? " she exclaime d. "I don't know."
"I've been all over the bookcas e," said
Tom, "but I can't make a pick."
Neither could she, for a while, but at last
she made a suggesti on.
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"When I was a girl," she said, "I read
Walter Scott's Lady of the Lake-"
"Poetry!" shouted Tom. "That '11 do.
Jus•t the thing for her. She's blind."
What poetry had to do with blindness, in
his mind, he did not try to explain, but his·
mother agreed with him. She had anerrand
for him, of her own, however, before he
could be free to keep his promise with Amy,
and he went down into the street to do it.
He had just· turned the first corner when
somebody ran against him.
''Hello, Gap!" said Tom.
"It's you, is it," responded Gap, maliciously. "Lost yom·. place in the elevator
already, have you? Didn't know how to
run it? Hey? Hey? "
"Look out that you don't lose yours,"
fired back Tom, and Gap dashed away, saying something about Strong & Bullard, and
the great liking of that firm for punctuality.
He did not tell Tom, nor anybody else, that
he had thought more that morning about
policemen and rattans than about all other
things put together.
Tom finished his mother's errand and was
glad, after that, that nothing seemed to call
upon him to be in a hurry. He was aware
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of a curiously strong impressio n that he was
a financial man, worth a hundred dollars,
and that it was a very heavy thing to carry
around. He walked along with his hands
in his pockets, but he was carrying that
money in his mind. He had several other
things there, and they kept his mind busy
until he found himself standing before the
tall marble front of the Stock Exchange
building. Streams of men were going in and
out, and up and down the street, and they
had an excitecl look. Tom knew that it was
an excited kind of place, where riches came
to men rapidly and went away as fast, and
he was thinking of such things when a hand
griped his shoulder.
"Hello, Tom," exclaimed somebody .
''Corne this way! How's Angus?"
"He's all right, Mr. Gangway ," said
Tom.
"Is he there yet? Of course. You've got
to do something for me, and for him, too.
The market's going all to pieces, and he
doesn't know it. Take these papers to him
and he '11 understan d it. They all say he's
dead. I can't leave the street for a minute.
Will you go ? "
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Of course I will," said Tom, "but how
does his death hurt the marke t?'' ·
"Tom, " said lVlr. Gangw ay, "would you
get around just as lively if your head was
cut off?"
"I guess not," said Tom.
','Well, " said the specula tor, "Mr. Angus
is the head of this market , just now. Don't
you waste a second ."
Off darted Torn, and he lost no time at
all in reachin g the door of room numbe r
two hundre d and thirteen of the Probus
It was opened , cautiou sly, by
buildin g.
Tom handed him the
Judge Carpen ter.
papers, and gave him Mr. Gangw ay's message.
"Come in, Tom," called out the voice of
Mr. Angus. "Now, Carpen ter don't show
me one of those things on the table or tell
me what they say. I mustn 't look at any
figures before to-mor row, but I know what
to do.''
''I'm glad of it," replied the lawyer , "for
[must confess I do not!"
"Tom, " said Mr. Angus, "go and call a
carriag e, and have it standin g ready for me
at the next corner beyond the Stock
u
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Exchange. Go and tell Rufe Gangway to
meet me in front of the Exchange. Quick! "
"Carpenter,'' said Mr. Angus, as Tom
shot out of the room, "if two or three hundred men see me they '11 all know I'm not
dead."
"Precisely so," said the lawyer.
Two other gentlemen were present, but
they said very little, and a few minutes
later there was a great buzz on the street.
The streams of men going to and from the
Stock Exchange saw the money king whom
they believed to be dead, and they saw him
walk briskly along until he met Mr. Rufus
Gangway.
They seemed to greet one
another heartily, almost merrily, but other
people did not hear what they said.
"Rufe," said Mr. Angus, after shaking
hands, "you 're not looking well.
Why
won't you take air and exercise, my dear
fellow, and keep your health, as I do? I
don't mean to let business wear me out.
I'm dropping it."
"Just one moment, Mr. Angus," said h1s
friend. "A few words about that matter
of-"
·'Not a word, Rufe," said the money
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king. "I mustn't speak to a soul al;>out
business this morning. They must know
I'm alive, though. Goo d-bye."
"Take care of yourself," said -r..1r. Gangway, and Mr.Angus walked onrapidlyto the
carriage Tom had in waiting for him.
In that, as it drove away, he sank back
as if he had done a day's work, for he was
thoroughly t1red out. Tom saw it go, but
he knew nothing at all of the excitement in
the mon ey market caused by his errand to
room numb~r two hundred and thirteen.
\i\Then the money market of the great commercial city is disturbed, moreover, the
effect of the disturbance goes all over the
world, as rapidly as countless telegraphic
dispatc11es can carry it. In the city where
it begins, not only the stock m a rket but every
other market is troubled, and prices of wheat
and hay and corn and cotton and other things
go up and down, and so the farmers and
planters, all over the land are made poorer
or richer. Ton:i Tracy had not the least
idea how many business calculations he
had upset by bringing out Mr. Angus and
showing him, all alive, to the men on the
street, and be was in no way troubled
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abou t the wide sprea d distu rbanc e. Whi1e
it was going on, and was exten ding over
the world , he was waiti ng by Mrs. Cath cart' s pean ut stand for her to give him the
key so that he could go and read poetr y
to Amy.

CHAPTER V.
TOM AND AMY,

MRS. CATHCART did not let Tom have the
key of her room until he had promised, several times, that he would bring it back
again, and that he would not tell anybody
about Am y. He felt very queer, indeed,
when he walked away with that key. He
was not at all ashamed of what he was
doing, but not all the peanuts on her stand
would have hired him to tell another boy,
for instance, Gap Cruden, that he was going
to read poetry to a blind girl. He left the
old lady, and he walked along to the corner
of Garnet an<l Burgoyne streets. When he
got there he stood still for a moment, and
looked up and listened . Not a sound was
coming out of the open second story windows. Pete was not singing, because just
then he was fl.uttering in his bath-tub, and
Crib was watching Amy. She was sitting
near a window, with a weary, disappointed,
79
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yet eager look upon her face, leaning for.
ward as if she, too, were listening.
''GreatC1·ib! Hurrah!" suddenly shouted
her green-coated friend. "She's a lady!
Rats! Peanuts l Coming! Coming! "
Amy paled a little and trembled, for there
was a sound of feet on the stairs, now. In
a moment . more a key turned in the lock,
and the door opened, and it seemed to her
as if the prison she lived in were a little
less dark.
Tom had felt sheepish, and bashful, and
doubtful, anything but confident, until he
stood in that doonvay and saw Amy Cathcart's face as her hand went oµt to find him.
"Tom!" she said. "Is it really you, Tom?
Speak to me! Say something! ''
He had tried to think what to say, and
had not found the right words at once.
"Yes, it's me. I've come, Amy," he
replied. "I couldn't get· here any sooner.
How do you know it isn't somebody else?"
"Why, it couldn't be," said Amy. "It's
you.· I know your voice. Oh, I'm so glad
you've come!"
"That's the book," he said, handing it to
her. "It's poems. I never read 'em, but
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mother said it was the bei:-t I could bri11g."
"I know some poetry ," said Amy, as her
hands went over the book to get acquain ted
with it, but she could not see how red Tom's
face was now getting .
His trial was right before him, and he was
beginn ing to realize how terrific a task it
was for a boy like him soberly to sit down
and read any kind of poetry to any kind of
a girl. He almost began to doubt whethe r
he could do it, after all.
Amy opened the volume and her fingers
went searchi ng up and down the pages, but
she did not say anythin g for a momen t.
She went back to her chair, and when Tom
drew anothe r up beside her she handed the
book to him, and the parrot exclaim ed:
"Great Crib!" as if in astonis hment.
"It's the 'Lady of the Lake,'" said Tom,
and the parrot respond ed, vocifer ously:
"She's a lady! Hurrah !" while Pete sent ·
out an uncomm only loud trill.
"Read a little," said Amy. "I never heard
anythin g about it."
Tom felt despera te, but he had come to
read and he began in a somew hat tremulo us
v01ce:
"At eve the stag had drank his fill - "
6
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"Tom," interrupte d Amy, "what's a
stag?''
' ' Oh, don't I wish I knew more about
deer!" exclaimed Tom. "It's a kind of deer,
and I've always lived in the city and there's
none here. A stag looks like a,- well, if you
saw one-"
"Yes " said Am v thou crhtfully "it's a
'
- '
h
'
kind of deer. I sa w one, once."
"Saw one! Did you? " exclaimed Tom,
eagerly. "You didn't ever reallysee a deer,
did you!"
"Yes, I <lid," she said, "and all sorts of
other animals, and birds, and snakes;" and
then, as he asked questions, it came out that
she had been to visit a great menagerie ,
when she was a little girl, before sight left
her, and that she could now recall the
expression s of face of the smallest monkey
in it. That brought forward another fact,
that Tom T.racy had not failed to see every
show worth seeing which had visited the
city since he was old enough to go. So the
"Lady of the Lake" had to wait until he
had told Amy all he could remember , including giants, dwarfs, acrobats, and trained
elephants. She asked and answered questions in an almost breathless excitemen t and
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delight, but her thoughts at last came back
to the poem, and she told him to read again.
He opened the book and was about to do
so when she put her hand on his arm and
her closed eyes turned toward his face with
a new mquiry.
"Tom," she said, "where did it all happen?"
"In Scotland, " said he, with more than a
little delight that he was able to say it.
"Where is that?" asked Amy.
Tom was a New York public school boy
who had gone clear through a primary and
grammar school. He could tell Amy things
that she had never known about the face of
the earth. He told several of them in trying to explain Scotland, and she was evidently thinking hard.
''Ships go there from New York," he said.
"Steamer s, too."
"Ships? Steamers ?" she said, and then
she clapped her hands. "Oh, yes, I can see
them, now. I didn't right away, but I
know what a ship is, and a steamer. The
ships blow along over the water."
"I'll tell you all about them," said he, and
on he went to do so, describing all sorts of
vessels, as if he had made and sailed them,
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instead of only seen them at the wharves 01·
in the harbor. The time went by faster
than they knew. At last he drifted back to
the book from an imaginary sail with Amy
in the bay, and she sat as still as a mouse
while he read page after page of the "Lady
of the Lake." He was still reading, and getting more and more interested, when a faint
sound of a steam whistle came through the
window, and then another and another, and
the parrot promptly responded:
"Dinner! Dinn~r ! Great Crib! Hurrah!"
"Twelve o'clock!" exclaimed -Tom, shutting the book. "Is it as late as that?"
"Must you go now?" she asked.
"I've got to be there at noon," said Tom.
"Father may want me for something after
dinner. Don't you eat dinner?"
"Nothing but lunch," said Amy. · "So does
grandmother. We eat dinner at supper,
when she gets home."
''I guess I '11 bring my lunch with me tomorrow," said Tom, "and eat it here.
We '11 read again, too. May I come?"
"Oh, do come!" said Amy, earnestly.
"l '11 ask grandmother. It has all been so
wonderful! "
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That did not mean the poem, half so much
as it did the menagerie talk and the ships,
but Tom was as eager about it as she was.
"Come?" he said. "I guess I will! I '11
leave the book here."
She knew that he must go, and neither of
them had much more to say about it. He
shut the door behind him as he went out,
and he locked it carefully, but that seemed a
dreadful thing to do. He felt almost like a
kind of jailer, but he was really in a hurry,
and away he went. Amy listened until he
was out in the street and then she turned
and walked to the piano and sat down.
She had forgotten all about it till that
moment, and her fingers now only wandered
over the keys. She struck a few notes and
stopped.
"Oh dear me!" she said, "I wish I could
hear some new music. Something I never
heard before." After a brief silence, she
added: "Yes, I can hear things and see
things that I didn't know before."
She sat very still, there. It was the broad
daylight of a summer noon, and she was
sitting in the dark, in prison, rememberin g
things she had seen and heard before the
darkness came to her, and thinking of all
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that had been told her by her boy friend wh J>
could see. She did not know that he was a
boy who really saw and heard more than
did most other boys.
Tom did not linger at the peanut stand
when he handed back the key to Mrs.
Cathcart.
"I locked her in, safe," he said, "and I'm
coming to read to her again to-morrow , if I
can. I must go home now."
She was making change at that moment
and he was gone before she could reply; but
she remarked to herself: "I'd almost made
up my mind not to, but it's just as well.
She'll expect him. She's so lonely, poor
thing!''
Tom reached the Probus building and
went up to the ninth floor in the elevator,
but he saw less than usual on the way. He
was thinking almost too hard to see anything. When he reached his o 1vn dinnertable he was both glad and sorry, for his
mother had company. He wanted to tell
her about Amy, but he was not quite ready,
somehow, and he was very glad she did not
question him before his father and the three
women who had come to see her. She
looked at him and smiled and nodded, and
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he knew she wanted to hear, as soon as a
chance came.
''Thomas," said Mr. Tracy, as he finished
his dinner, "I want you, this afternoon,
two o'clock till six. Side elevator."
"I'll be on hand," said Tom, and it
occurred to him that he liked the idea.
A fellow could be all alone by himself in a
packed elevator, and he could think as much
as he wanted to. The visitors remained
after dinner, and Mrs. Tracy was too busy
with them to find time to talk with Tom.
His own mind was so hard at work that
he barely reached his post in the elevator
on time.
Everybody else seemed to be uncommonly
busy that day, for all the markets were
excited, but Tom had no idea that he himself had done anything to stir them up or
down. It seemed to him, however, that he
had never before known so many people
going up and down in that elevator. They
were all in a hurry, too, and Tom was kept
on the watch, stopping and starting his
machine, but there would not have been an
accident or an incident worth noticing, if it
had not been for a piece of Gap Cruden's
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bad luck. The box was packed full, on an
up trip.
''Tom! Tom!" hehear d, fromah usky,
half choked voice, "lemm e aout ! Oh! it's
the fe-ourth fel-lore ! Oh ! lemme aout ! "
"Ho! what? The boy!" he heard next,
in a very deep bass. "Colon el, you and I
are smothe ring him."
"I can't stir," growle d the colonel . "It's
packed full. Jones, my boy, you 're an
awfully fat man!"
"So are you," said Jones. "There , bub,
squeeze out."
"Lemm e aout ! " pleaded Gap, with a desperate kind of struggl e to pass betwee n
them. 0-oh ! "
"Never mind, Gap," said Tom. "I'll let
you out on the down trip."
"They pretty nigh buried me," said Gap.
"If that biggest man had sat down on me,
there'd ha' been a funeril ! "
"I think there would, colonel ," laughed
Jones, but he handed Gap a quarter , and
both of them got out.
Six o'clock came, and Tom went to supper, only to find that his mother was out
taking tea with one of her friends, and that
he was to go after her at nine. Kedzie

TOM AND AMY

89

would be ready to lift the shutter s at that
hour, and Tom was out of the buildin g a
little after seven, with only a dim idea as to
what he had better do with himself. So he
walked and walked , and let his feet carry
him around among the deserte d streets of
the great city. Everyw here as he went, he
looked up at the vast buildin gs, older and
newer. He had been born and brough t up
among them, and he knew them all. None
of them were residen ces except for janitor s
and their families . All were for busines s, of
many kinds, and looking at them made Tom
think of it, and of how much there was of
it, and of the men who made and lost
money by it. He was thinkin g of moneye d
men, and of Mr. Angus and Rufus Gangw ay
in particu lar, when he stopped in front of a
very wide, high, plate-g lass window , all one
pane. He could look in, throug h a long,
elegant ly furnish ed bankin g-hous e office,
with its safes and desks and chairs. All
was clearly visible, even to what Tom knew
must be the iron door of the vault where
money and other valuabl es were stored .
Not a human being was there and not a
human being was near in the street, as he
glanced around .
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"That kind of door is hard to break in,''
he said, aloud, "but they could do it, if they
had time. I've read of its being done."
He stood thinking of iron doors and safes
and of burglars, when there came a heavy
step behind him.
"What are you up to, Tom?"
All the boys in that region knew Mr.
Sample, the roundsman, al though few of
them dared to speak to him. Tom turned
at once and forgot all his a we of the grim
official.
"It seems to me," he said, "that there
ought to be more po1icemen. I guess some
of these banks '11 wish there was, some
day."
"Tom," said the policeman, "do you se~
that light in there?"
"I ·guess I do," said Tom.
"That's a police officer," said Sample.
"Look all around, now. Bright lights in
every office front. No burglar '11 work when
all he is doing can be seen by everybody
that goes by in the street."
''He could put the light out," said Tom.
"Could he?" replied the roundsman .
"Well, you're a greenhorn! If the light in
any of these places went out, that would
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notif y the polic e to take poss essio n of that
place and find out wha t was the matt er.
Ther e's an elect ric burg lar alarm all over
these offices that woul d send for the police
if it was wink ed at."
"I wish I knew how it work ed," said
Tom , but the roun dsma n walk ed away .
So did Tom , and not a grea t while after ward he was on his way hom e with his
moth er, and she was askin g him abou t Amy
Cath cart. It was easie r to tell abou t the
blind girl, some how, whil e they were walk ing, and Tom foun d hims elf givin g all the
parti cula rs with enth usias m.
"To think of her, there in priso n all day! "
excla imed Mrs. Trac y. "Nob ody to talk
to! Only a cana ry and parr ot!"
"I gues s it is roug h," said Tom . "I'm
goin g there agai n, to-m orro w, thou gh. I
wan t to hear her play the pian o. I told her
abou t every mena gerie I ever wen t to.
Moth er, there 's just one othe r mat ter- "
"Tho mas ," she said, "you get hom e and
go to bed. I am goin g to see that girl,
mys elf-"
She migh t have said more , but they were
just in fron t of the Prob us build ing, and it
was nine o'clo ck, and the green steel
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wrinkles were slowly lifting. Anything els~
that was to be bu.id would have to wait.
That was one of the safest buildings in
the city. It had in it banks and banking
offices, and safes and all that sort of thing,
and it was fire-proof and burglar-proof,
and it was also carefully watched; but it
was broken into in an unexpected manner,
right then and there.
Kedzie was polite, and the shutters went
up so that Mrs. Tracy did not have to
stoop uncomfortably as she and Tom went
in. Kedzie had his eyes about him, '"'atchfu11y, but he saw only those two: Nevertheless another form, all in white, fl.ashed
past him and went up the stairway as if all
the police were after it. At the head of the
first flight of stairs it turned and looked
back for a moment, and then it darted up
the next flight and the next, and was as yet
all unseen.
The elevator was not running, and Tom
and his mother had to work their way up
on foot. It was a pretty warm piece of
work, but Mrs. Tracy kept right on, bravely, to the third floor, before she paused for
rest. It was an opportunity Tom had been
waiting for. and he blurted out: "Now,
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mother, that other matter,-f ather told me
not to tell him, but I do want to tell you.
You see, mother, I've made some money-"
"Money? " she exclaimed , as he hesitated. "Is it yours? How could it be
yours? Thomas! "
One glance into her flushed, troubled
indignant face, unlocl\ed all the story of
Dr. Harbeck's case of surgical instrumen ts.
He told it rapidly, and she listened with
intense watchfuln ess. When it . was ended,
she drew a long breath, as of relief.
"Tom," she said, "I'm glad you took it to
the doctor right off. "I'm glad you didn't
take that ten dollars from Mr. Angus."
"Yes mothe1· ' " said he ' "I'm bo-lad ' too '
'
but what had I better do?"
"You do just as Dr. Harbeck said," replied
she. "It's a good prescripti on. Look out,
though. Easy come is easy go. I'd twice
rather you'd worked hard for it; but it
Come along up
can't be helped now.
stairs."
There was more than one more rest
before the1 reached the ninth story, and
almost all the rest of the way there was
half breathless talk about money, and honesty, and blind people, and neither of them
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knew that the white intruder into the
Probus building seemed to keep only one
fligi.;.~ of stairs ahead of them.
They reached the outer door of their own
rooms, and Mrs. Tracy opened it with a
latch-key. The room within was lighted,
although Mr. Tracy had retired, that he
might be up at daylight in the morning.
"Mercy on us?" exclaimed Mrs. Tracy, as
that w bite shape flashed in between her
and Tom. ''Where did that kitten come
from?"
''I know!" said Tom. "It came in with
I kind o' saw it, and then I didn't
us.
Isn't it pretty!"
seeit.
He had sprung forward and caught it,
and the poor thing seemed glad to be captured. There was no ribbon, nor anything
else, to mark it, except a startlingly black
nose. All the rest of it was pure, spotless
white. There was no use in guessing where
it came from , but Mrs. Tracy remarked:
"We can't keep it here, Tom. What on
earth can we do with it?"
"Do with it?" echoed Tom. "Why I'm
going to take it and give it to Amy."
"Best thing you can do with it," sajd_his
mother. "Give it some milk now."
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He did so, while she threw off her bonnet ,
but just as he put down the saucer for the
kitten, he heard his mothe r say:
" Thoma s, show me that money ! I can't
feel just right about it!"
"I wish you would see it mothe r,'' said
Tom. " I'd feel better. It's the first real
big pile of money I ever had."
She went with him to his room, and she
looked at the little pile of bills. She even
counte d it, and then she said:
" Well, I guess it won't hurt you, not if
you mind Dr. Harbe ck."
" Yes, mothe r,'' said Tom, " and I'll carry
that kitten to Amy to-morrow."
He went to sleep with that purpos e in
his mind, but the real busine ss of the next
day began earlier for his friend Gap Crude n
than it did for him. Not that Tom was not
up first to give Amy's kitten more milk,
but that he was not yet a man of regula r
busine ss, like Gap.
The Austra lian buildin g looked all the
taller for not being very wide, and for towering severa l stories above a numbe r of old,
solid, brick and stone, three and four story
buildin gs around it. Away up in the upper
northe ast corner of the tall edifice was a
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small room which contained Gap and his
bed, and it was his duty to be up and out at
six o'clock.
All the clocks in the city were fairly punctual, that morning, although the sun was
more so. He waked up a great many people, just by coming. There was an alarm
clock in old Mr. Cruden's room, and it
banged away at six o'clock, precisely as it
had agreed to do when it was wound up.
It seemed, however, as if not one soul of
those who ought to have heard it had been
properly waked up, and no one was stirring
during the next quarter of an hour. Then
something of a stir did begin, and one of
the :first symptoms of it arose in the room
where Gap slept.
"Yelp l Yelp! Yelp!" came in shrill and
anxious voices from a box in the corner of
the room. " yelp ! ,,

CHAPTE R VI.
THE MASTIFF AND THE ST. BERNARD.
GAP CRUDEN's own private alarm clock
had yelped for him and he sprang out of bed
at once.
"York?" he exclaimed . "Boston? Wide
a\vake, are you? Want your breakfast ?
So do I want mine-"
"Yelp! Yelp! Yelp!" was answered in a
very beseechin g manner.
Gap went straight to the box in the corner, and for some minutes he seemed to be
much more interested in that pair of very
small black-and -tan puppies than he was in
getting dressed. They were, indeed, uncommonly queer little mites, full of life and fun,
and Gap was having a real good time with
them when he was interrupte d.
"Gap! Gap! get up!" rasped a harsh voice.
"You'll be late to breakfast !"
"They're growing, father," he said.
"York's as big a s Boston, but I hope neither
of 'em '11 ever get any bigger."
7
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"D rop tho se do gs! " wa s the
ste rn rep ly,
"If you 're lat e you wo n't hav
e any bre akfas t . I'm goi ng to tea ch you
to be pun ctil. "
A ver y que er, thi n, big -he ade
d, ·sto opsho uld ere d ma n, wa s old Mr .
Cru den . Anoth er ma n onc e sai d tha tit ma
de him sto opsho uld ere d to car ry so mu ch hea
d, and per hap s it wa s so. His ow n opi nio
n wa s tha t
he car rie d too mu ch res pon sib
ilit y, pa rt of
wh ich wa s Ga p.
"H e's gon e," sai d the red -he ade
d you ngste r to his pet s. "I' ll com e bac
k and feed
you as soo n as I'v e had som eth
ing , my sel f."
He wa s pu ttin g on his clo the s
in a hur ry,
and som e of the m we nt on wr
on g sid e ou t
and had to be pu t on twi ce,
bu t he wa s
rea lly the qui cke st kin d of boy
in his mo veme nts , aft er he go t goi ng.
"Y ou 're jus t in tim e, Ga p," sai
d a sho rt,
thi n wo ma n, as he cam e int
o the roo m
wh ere the res t we re eat ing .
"A no the r min ute , and yo ur fat
her 'd say
you cou ldn 't hav e a mo uth ful
."
"N o coffee for him ," sai d Mr
. Cru den ,
~everely. "I' ll tea ch him
to be pun ctil ! I
can 't sta y a mi nut e. Ya h ! "
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There was a choking sputterin that exclamation, for a steaming cup had been handed
him, and he had tried to swallow it in a
hurry.
"Scalding hot!" he exclaimed, as soon as
he could say anything. "0, my mouth,
-Ha-h-h-h," and he blew breath after
breath, but he drank no more coffee for at
that moment a voice at the door said: "Mr.
Cruden, it's after seven, and the .M ountain
Bank wasn't swept out last night, and the
upper offices is like pig pens, and old Cromwell he said he'd hev to be here yurly,
to-day-"
"I'm coming, Joe, I'm coming," replied
Cruden. "It's enough to break a man
down. Gap, I '11 make you keep time or I '11
know what's what. Hear?"
"Gap,'' said his mother, "do you hear
that? You just escaped the rattan, ni_ght
before last. Now you get ready and run ·a n
errand for me, and then you rush for Strong
& Bullard's. Don't you Le late there .on no
account!"
"Mother," said Gap, "I never am late. I
wasn't ever behind time, not more than a
minute or so. Sometimes their ·clock gets
wrong, though."
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"I guess the trouble isn't so much with
their clock!" remarked his mother.
Gap finished his breakfast between telling
about the tremendous rush of business at
Strong & Bullard's, and about the iron
severity of their dealings with their office
boys.
"Well," said his mother, "if old Mr.
Strong is that kind of a man, you look out
for him."
He was hurrying away, just then, with a ·
saucer of milk for his puppies, and when he
returned she handed him a short written
list of things that she wanted from a
grocery.
"It's only a few blocks out ofyourway,"
she said. "Be quick about it."
"Mother," said Gap, "you just keep an
eye on York and Boston. They '11 get out
and tumble down stairs if you don't.''
''Those pesky puppies!" she excla imed.
"Well, I '11 see they ain't hurt. Now, Gap,
you just make time a-g oing."
Th<:re were not many people in the streets
when Gap went out, and all of them were
of the kinds that begin busin ess early.
Some of them drove carts, carrying supplies
to the down-town restaurants, and the cart
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of an ice-man, coming up, met the cart of a
butcher, going down, just at the corner
below the Australi an building . Right in
front of the frosty cargo trotted a large
frosty-lo oking dog, wearing a wire muzzle.
A. rod or so ahead of the butcher cart traveled a larger and very much fatter dog, with
more wire on his head than was carried by
the other. They did not wait a second, and
the mutual dash they made only rolled both
of them over and over, in a vain effort to
bite, but the growlin g they did was really
terrific.
Gap was standing by himself, on the corner \Yhen these dogs met.
"One's a mastiff," he said, "and one's a
St. Bernard . Hear 'em!"
"Hear 'em!" echoed a voice behind him.
"Dog fight! Dog fight!" shouted another.
Gap heard other shouts and a clapping
of "liands, and a sound of much running in
that direction , and in less than no time
there was a crowd co11ecting. Down from
his perch in front of his cart dropped the
butcher, and out from his awning, behind
his horses, jumped the ice-man, and each
had a whip in his hand.
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"Part 'em! Part 'em!" shouted the
butcher.
"Give it to 'em!" growled the ice-man.
Gap sprang forward at that moment to
be as near as he could and to see these dogs
roll each other over, but he was not thinking how long a lash a whip might have if a
fellow happened to be in the way. The next
yelp did not come from the St. Bernard nor
from the mastiff, although the second, and
third, and several others did.
''Ow! Ow!" screeched Gap. "Yahl"
"Get out of the way!" roared the butcher.
"Clear the track!" snarled the ice-man.
Gap had oLeyed them before they spoke,
and in an instant more the butcher and the
ice-man were getting back to their driving,
while the dogs were trotting along in different directions. Gap hurried away in his
direction, but he did not feel like trotting.
He limped badly on his left leg, and he felt
uncomfortable elsewhere as he made his
way to the grocery. He felt excused, by his
limp, for resting in front of a new kind of
handorgan, and another minute in front of
the grocery where a cart was putting down
any quantity of cocoanuts, and when he
got inside he stopped a little to rub him-
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self, and to look at a pile of boxes of honey
and then he handed in his mother's list, and
set out for Strong & Bullard's office, in the
Probus building, determine d to get there on
time.
The minute hand of the clock face on the
tower of Trinity church was getting away
from half past eight, when a red-faced,
ang1-y-lo okingman turned fortheten th time
toward the door of the elegant office he was
standing in. He slammed shut a great,
heavy ledger with spiteful force.
"That boy!" he rasped, between his teeth.
"Late again. I'll tell Strong! I won't have
such a fellow 'round the office!"
Open came a door, and in dashed a boy in
too great a hurry to remember which leg to
limp on.
"You young vagabond !" greeted him.
"Mr. Curry, I started early enough."
"No excuses! I won't hear 'em! I'll
report you this time."
"I didn't waste a minute, Mr. Curry,"
said Gap, pleadingly . "Biggest dog fighi
you ever saw! Mastiff! St. Bernard! Whoppers! Corner of Wall street~ ''
"Dog fight?" exclaimed the portly book~
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keeper , excited ly. "How was it? Did you
see them? ''
"Mast iff, big as a calf," said Gap. "St.
Berna rd bigger 'n he was. Ice cart, butche r
cart, big crowd ."
"Did they separa te them? " anxiou sly
inquire d Mr. Curry. "I hope they did. It's
inhum an, the pleasu re some brutes find-"
''Oh, they parted 'em," said Gap. "Both
of the dogs was muzzle d. But I got hit on
the leg with a whip. Hit me right here.
Stung tremen dous! Aw full "
"Well, Gap," said Mr. Curry, "seein g
how it was, I '11 let you go this time. Take
that to the teleg rnph office. Quick !"
Gap did not lose his place that morni ng,
therefo re, but he made a beginn ing of an
uncom monly hot and busy day, and running errand s in the sun was hardly as pleasant as the work which seemed to be set
before his friend Tom Tracy .
Tom's mothe r had had errand s for him
before breakf ast, but before the middle of
the foreno on he was ready to set out for th e
corner of Garne t and Burgo yne streets .
When he did so he carried a small baske t in
each hand. The smalle r of them contai ned
a lunche on put up by Mrs. Tracy witho ut
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consulting him, and the lid of the other was
shut down over the black nose of a very
angry white kitten. Tom did not tell the
secret of either of these baskets when he
obtained the k ey at the peanut stand, and
Mrs. Cathcart could not ask him any questions, for she was waiting upon three customers at once.
That h a d been a strang e sort of morning
for the blind girl. Hardly was her grandmother away before she sat down at the
piano. One bit of music followed another,
as if they had been so many beads on a
string. A number of them were mere fragments, worked out up on the keys very much
as she had heard them. It was plain that
they all were un satisfactory to Amy.
"I don't really know anything," she said,
at last. "There, that's allldoknow. Tom
won 't care for it. H e has heard plenty of
good music. H e told me he had."
She had no need to be ashamed of the
music she had been making, and it was
wonderful that she had picked up so much.
After she had played it all, she sat still for a
few minutes, and then another thought
struck her.
"The dishes! " she exclaimed.

106

THE YOUNG F IN ANCIER

"Great Crib!" shouted the parrot.
"Dear me!" said A my. "I must put
eve:-vthing in good order!"
She bustled around briskly enough after
that, and nothing seemed to escape her.
The breakfast thing s were washed and put
a way; the canary w a s cared for; the parrot
·was talked with in a way which accounted
for much of his uncommonly good education;
every chair was put into its place, and there
was even sweeping and dusting done before
Amy felt that she was ready for visitors.
She grew brig hter and look ed happier while
she worked, and now and then she stood
still and seemed to look around her, but she
was only thinking around and recalling the
touches by which she knew all about that
room.
"Hurrah!" screamed Crib, as if he knew
she had finished it rightly. "She's a lady!"
She was not answerin g him when her lips
opened, and she was not singing, but her
voice went on in a very musical way.
Without any effort to do so, she was repeating the opening stanzas of the ' ' Lady of the
Lake," just as she had heard them. Her ear
had caught them perfectly, and there was
nothing to prevent her memory from keep-
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mg them. The measure and the verse
arrangement helped her. She was doing
just as a host of people did in all lands,
before printing was invented and when
there was little or no writing.
"Hurrah!" shouted Crib. "Tom!"
The bird's ear had caught a new word
and he was proud of it, and he repeated it
again and again while the sound of Tom's
feet came up the stairs. The key turned in
the lock and the door opened.
"0 Tom!" said Amy. ''I'm so glad!"
"So am I," replied Tom. "I'm going to
eat my lunch here, and we '11 have a real
good time. I've got the prettiest kitten:..__,,
"Kitten!" exclaimed Amy. "Where is it?"
"Here in the basket," he said.
'' 0 Tom," she went on, "I used to have a
kitten, and an old cat, too. I hope it won't
run away."
"I guess it won't," said Tom, as he began
to open the basket. "It isn't big enough
to hurt Pete or Crib."
"That's what the old cat fried to do,"
began Amy, but he was putting the poor.
frightened, white kitten into her hands.
"Oh, how soft and pretty it is," she
exclaimed, as her gentle touch went over it.
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"It's a Whitey, " said Tom. ' ' All whit~
but its nose. That's hlack."
There was much to be said about Whitey,
and about the mystery of his getting into
the Probus building after hours, but Amy's
mind had been pretty full of another business when he came in.
''Now, Tom," she said, "let's have some
more reading. I rememLer all you read yesterday."
"Remem ber it!" exclaime d Tom, in astonishment. "I don't rememb er ten words of
it. I thought it was pretty good, too."
He picked up the book, neverthe less, and
colored a little, . and hemmed~ and began
where he had left off, while Amy seated herself to listen, with Whitey in her lap.
"Great Crib!" said the parrot. "Tom!
Hurrah !"
Half an hour or more went by, and the
expressi on of Amy's face followed the meaning of the poet's words remarka bly, but she
seemed to be almost hard at work listening ,
and she grew tired.
"Now, Tom," she said, "don't read any
more. I've got to play for you before you
go."
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She arose and put down Whitey and \Vent
to the piano, while Tom was saying:
"That's just what I wish you would do."
He also took a chair and went and sat by
the piano, and it -vvas his tu1·n to listen.
"You do play splendidly!" said Tom, the
first time she paused. "I don't see how
yon can do it. Go on! "
"I don't know many more things," she
said, "except what I make up. I wish I
could hear some more."
"Play all you know, and a11 you ever
made up," replied he, with enthusiasm.
"You've just got to hear another lot, somewhere. Mother's coming to see you, and
she and I can fix a11 that."
"Can she, Tom?" said Amy, almost feverishly. "Can I hear more music? 0 Tom,
Tom, I'd be so glad!''
"Of course you can," he said. "Why,
there's loads of it. Mother and I '11 take
you to hear some, right away."
The parrot kept still while the piano was
going, but he had remarks of his own to
make whenever it ceased.
"I guess he's fond of music," said Tom,
at one of the noisiest pauses.
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"I do believe he is," said Amy. "That's
the way he always acts, but grandmot.he 1
says he's an Irish parrot."
"Did she buy him of an Irishman?" asked
Tom.
''No," said Amy, "but some Irish sailors
gave it to her, and they'd taught him everything they could think of. Now, listen."
She touched the piano again, and it was
a tune Tom had not heard before, but the
moment it began Crib's feathers bristled.
''Great Crib!" he exclaimed. "Hurrah!
Murder! Rats! Peanuts!" And then, as
the tune went on, he broke out into a series
of discordant screeches, mixed with words
that neither Tom or Amy could understand.
They may have been Dutch or Spanish, for
all Crib told them.
''Don't you see?" said Amy. "It's 'God
Save the Queen,' and he won't ha ye it. It's
the only tune that makes him screech."
Screech he did, whenever he heard her
begin it, and she and Tom were laughing at
him when the steam whistle blew for tvvelve
o'clock. .
"Now for lunch," said Tom.
"I '11 make coffee." replied Amy.
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"I'll help, and we'll see what's in the basket. Mother didn't tell me, but she's the
hest kind of cook."
"Is she fat?" asked Amy.
"Well, no," answered Tom, ''but she isn't
thin."
"I thought all good cooks were fat," said
Amy. "Grandmother says she can't cook,
but that I can, and so I '11 be fat, some
clay."
Amy was entirely serious in that impression, and she was also very curious about
the con tents of the basket.
"I-b.m sandwiches," she said, as her fingers touched one.
"Great Crib!" screamed the parrot.
Bananas! Oranges! Cocoa"Pea.nuts!
nuts!"
"Sponge cake," said Tom, "and some
cold chicken. We'll go out and have some
ice-cream, some day, if your grandmother
'11 let you go."
"I don't believe she will," said Amy.
"I'll get her to let you," said Tom, "and
mother '11 just make her."
The coffee was now ready, and Amy was
more than proud of the array she knew the
luncheon was making.
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"I can almost see it," she said, "and I'm
glad it's such a fine tablecl oth. It's one we
had before I was blind. There are whole
trunks of things. Some of them are away
in the bedroo m."
Tom had already heard, in several shapes,
that Mrs. Cathca rt had not always been
poor. There were things in those rooms
that poor people do not buy, and the tablecloth was better than any his own mother
had.
He and Amy ate their luncheo n, and then
she positiv ely refused to let him help her
wash the dishes .
''Now, Tom," she said, when that was
done, "I don't want any more poetry, but
it's too bad you can't stay all day."
"I don't want any more, either," said
Tom. "I wish we had someth ing else."
Just what to talk about he could hardly
think, and it was of no use for Crib to make
sugges tions; but the tablecl oth did better,
and the talk went back over th~t to things
that Amy could rememb er, long ago, when
she could see.
"It was a high house," she said of thr.
house she had lived in. "It was red."
"That' s brick," said Tom.
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"And there were three flights of stairs ,
and ever so many rooms, and carpets and
furniture, and a piano, and pictures. I ca11
think of it all, and then it goes away into
the dark and I can't see it."
Amy was trying hard to remember something more, when they were interrupted.
"Great Crib!" shouted the parrot. "She's
coming! She's a lady! Hurrah!"
Crib had not blundered, for a step was on
the stairs, and Tom hurried to the door and
opened it.
"Mother!" he exclaimed. "0 Amy!
Mother has come to see you!"
"Tom," said Mrs. Tracy, "your father
wants yon, right away . . Don't wait a
moment. I've come to send you home and
to see Amy. Why! My dear girl! 0,-yes,
-dear-"
"I'll go right along, mother!" said Tom.
"You can leave the key at the peanut stand.
Good-bye, Amy."
"Good-bye, Tom," called Amy. "I want
you to come again, as soon as you can."
She said it without turning her head, and
Tom did not wait to see what it was that
had so startled his mother. · Amy had
walked straight up to her, as if looking in
8
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her face, and Mrs. Tracy had put '- ut both
bands to help her come, but Amy had not
taken them. Her own hands glided right
over those of Mrs. Tracy , up her arms, and
then had paused upon her face, as if search ing for somet hing she wan terl to find.
Amy's lips were parted , and she was breath ing very quickl y.
"Y 0u are Tom's mothe r," she said.
Just then she discov ered how hard a re;::il
mothe r could hug, for Mrs. Tracy 's arms
went aroun d her, and Amy was squeez ed
and kissed again and again.
''My poor dear!" said Mrs. Tracy ," I am
so glad I came! Dear child! "
"I'm so glad, too," said Amy, once more
touchi ng Mrs. Tracy 's face, and somet hing
was there that moiste ned the tips of her
inquir ing fingers , but the blind girl did not
know that Tom's mothe r could not help
cryrng .
.
The hug was finishe d, and then Mrs.
Tracy looked at everyt hing in the room,
from the stove and dishes to the furnitu re
and the piano, and Pete in his cage, and the
flower s and plants . Great Crib called her
Peanu ts, and told her she was a lady.

THE MASTIFF A.ND 'l 'HE ST. BERNAR D

115

As for Tom Tracy, when he left his mothe r
and Amy and hurrie d to the Probu s building, he found that somet hing entirel y unexpected was waitin g for him.
"Two o'clock , Thom as," said his father,
when they met, on the ninth floor. "You' ve
just fifteen minute s to get to Mr. Gangw ay's
office."
"Why , did he send for me?" asked Tom,
with a twing e of astoni shmen t. "Wha t
does he want me for? 0 dear! There goes
my vacati on!"
"I'm sorry about that," said his father,
"but he's a good man to work for. Anyhow, go and see what it is."
Off went Tom, obedie ntly, and, as he went,
the thoug ht of his vacati on melted swiftly
away before a growi ng ambiti on to get into
busine ss.
''Wha t can it be!" he said to himself. "I
just wish I knew what was comin g."

CHA PTER VII.
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CATHCART grew more and more
deligh ted with Tom' s moth er as they went
aroun d the room and talked abou t all sorts
of thing s, and she decide d also that Mrs.
Tracy was quite fat enoug h to be a good
cook. After a little while the piano was
once more set a going , and Crib's Irish prejudices were again arous ed for the amuse ment of his new visito r. Mrs. Tracy asked
all about Tom' s readin g, and she was a s
surpri sed as he had been over the blind girl's
memo ry.
"I'm glad you 1ike poetr y," she said, "but
you don't want that all the while . I '11
have him bring you some thing else next
time he come s."
It seemed real hard work, at last, for th e
good woma n to get away , but she had to
go. Amy clung to her to the very door, and
made it harde r yet to be firm and say
"Goo d-bye ,'' and then it seeme d positi vely
AMY
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dread ful to shut the door and lock it carefully, and take out the key, and leave Amy
shut in there all alone. Mrs. Tracy went
down the stairs , sayin g to hersel f:
"It is too bad! I'm going straig ht to see
that old wom an!"
In a few minut es more she was at the peanut stand·, tellin g the story of her visit
with Amy, while Mrs. Cathc art silent ly
pulled the paper s from a whole dozen of
orang es.
"I don't know about it," said the old
lady at last. "She '11 be gettin g discon tented . I'm glad your so kind. -Pean uts?
Yessir. Five cents worth .-Tom 's a good
boy. I'm glad you 're his mothe r. Oh, yes,
I've seen you before . Well, yes, Mrs. Tracy ,
she may go to the Probu s buildi ng with you
some day. You '11 take good care of her.
She '11 need a hat, but I've no time to get
anyth ing for her-"
"Leav e that to me," interr upted Mrs.
Tracy . ''I' 11 see about her hat. I must go
home now," and off she went.
' ' I almos t guess it's time Amy did know
someb ody beside s me," said Mrs. Cathc art
to herself, after Mrs. Tracy walke d away ,
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"and I can't let any of the other people
around there speak to her."
She was evidently much troubled about it ,
all, however, and she caught herself making
mistakes in change several times within the
next few minutes.
Mr. Rufus Gangway 's office was in the
Australian building, a way back on the lower
floor, and he was sitting behind his desk
when Tom came in.
"Got here, have you?" he quietly
remarked. "Your errand will be ready for
you at half past two, precisely. You can
leave word at home that you 're not likely
to be back early."
"All right," said Tom, as he sat down;
but it seemed a little odd, for he was not
yet in Mr. Gangway 's employme nt, and
here v.ras an errand and an order.
Fifteen minutes went swiftly by, and
toward the end of them he saw the busy
fin ancier arranging a packet of papers and
putting them into a long envelope.
"There, Tom," he said, "I've heard Mr.
Angus' opinion of you. You 're the right
boy to send. You can keep a secret."
"Where is it to go?" asked Tom, for the
envelope bore no address.
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"That is what nobod y must know, " said
Mr. Gangw ay. "He is on board his yacht,
the Rover , and she's off Pier Two Hundr ed,
South Brook lyn. That letter' s for the
captai n of the yacht. Angus forgot it was
here, probab ly. You can deliver it to him.
Hand that envelo pe only to Mr. Angus himself. Come and see me to-mo rrow mornin g.
I '11 know what to do then."
Tom Tracy felt that confid ence was being
placed in him. He was almos t too proud
to speak, and he clid not ask a solitar y
questi on, but he took the packe t and the
letters and wa1l;:cd out of the office. His
first errand was to the Probu s buildin g, and
to his father .
"Back again ?" said Mr. Tracy . "Wha t
for?"
"It's Mr. Gangw ay's directi ons," said
Tom. "He's sent me off on a long trip.
Can't say how long it'll take. Privat e business."
"Keep it privat e, Tom," said his father.
"Don 't tell me a word more 'n you'd ought
to. Honor bright , Tom."
''I guess I under stand, " said Tom, and he
stood very straig ht when he said it.
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"Off with you," said Mr. Tracy, but Tom
hurried to his own room, first.
Mr. Gangway , in his haste, had forgotten
to provide even car fare and ferry money,
and Tom decided to take plenty of both
from the drawerwh ere he had stowed away
his capital.
"Not from the hundred dollars," he
remarked. "Only from the ten. Mother
isn't back from Amy's yet."
Down the elevator he went, with his ten
dollars in his pocket.
"Hello, Tom, where are you go 'n?"
inquired Gap Cruden, as they met at the
bottom.
"China or Japan," said Tom, as he dashed
past him.
"Wish I was there," said Gap, "so I was
out of Strong & Bullard's. They need a
steam boy."
It is not a long distance from Wall street
to the southerly shore of Brooklyn , but it
seemed so to Tom, for he had never before
made the trip, and he felt that he was upon
importan t business. He had to go by a
ferryboat which left Manhatta n Island, or
New York city, from the battery, or from
the site where there was an Indian village
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once, and where the Dutch and then the
English had a fort. It looked as little like
it now as Hendrik Hudson's ship, the Half
Moon, would have resembled Mr. Angus'
yacht, the Rover, that Tom Tracy was on
his way to find.
A very beautiful schooner-yacht, indeed,
was the Rover, and she lay at her wharf,
when Tom Tracy reached it, with the air of
a vessel that would much rather have been
doing something else than lie there. Any
sailor woulcl ha vt. said so, at all events, for
her crew were on deck, her sails lay loosely
along their booms, and everything was
ready to move at a moment's warning. Tom
himself knew enough about such things to
understand so much, for he said to himself:
"I guess Mr. Angus is ready to go. He's
only waiting for his papers."
A narrow gang-plank restt.d between the
Rover and the pier, but Tom was halted
when he put his foot upon it.
"What do you want?" asked a sailor,
gruffly.

"I want Captain Andrews," said Tom.
"A letter for him. And Mr. Angus, too-"
''1 'm Captain Andrews," sang out a
bronzed, decided-looking gentleman, coming
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forward quickly. "Come on board. What
is it? "
Tom crossed the plank and handed him
the letter, but not the packet, in spite of the
hand held out to take that also.
"I can't give that to anybody but Mr.
Angus himself," he said, firmly.
"All right," said Captain Andrews, after
reading the letter. "Come down with me
into the cabin."
Tom followed the gentlemanly sailor with
a thrill of pride and with a sudden feeling
that he was exceedingly fond of the sea,
himself, and of ships, and that the Rover
was exactly the boat that he would like to
own, and command, and sail on. He did
not take note of a few graceful motions
which Captain Andrews made with his
right hand, as he turned to bis crew, just
before going below.
Tom and the captain disappeared. The
sailor who had halted Tom, trotted off
upon the pier and cast loose the · hawser
which held the Rover there. That done, he
pulled in the plank which carried him back
on board while all the other hands hauled
vigorously upon the mainsail and up it
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went, catching a fair westerly breeze as it
<lid so.
"So you must see Mr. Angus," said the
captain, as he and Tom entered the luxurious cabin of the Rover.
"I can't give up this to anybody else,"
said Tom. "Importa nt papers."
''Right! You're right!" exclaimed the
captain. "You '11 know him when you see
him, if I go on deck and leave you here?"
"Oh, yes!" said Tom. "I know him."
"Of course. Of course," said the captain.
"And they can't expect you home right
away."
"They don't," said Tom. "They won't
be worried."
"I'm glad of that," said the captain.
''Wait here a little. I've got to go on
deck."
"Certainl y," said Tom, but there came to
him a strange, a very strange sensation as
the captain disappear ed.
"He locked the door behind him!"
exclaimed Tom. "The Rover's moving ! Hear
them on deck! What does it all mean ? I
wi~h Mr. Angus would show himself.
They '11 have to put me ashore-"
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If he had been on deck, just then, he
would have been deeply interested in what
he saw. The great, white wings of the
Rover were fully spread, and her smaller
sails were fluttering out, one after another.
Everything had, indeed, been in perfect preparation for a prompt send-off. The swift,
graceful, beautiful craft seemed to rejoice in
getting free from a pier and a snubbingpost. She was sweeping away from the
shore at a splendid pace, while Tom Tracy
sat in the cabin, on an elegant divan, waiting impatiently for Mr. Angus.
"Maybe he's asleep in one of those staterooms," he thought, "and they don't want
to wake him up. l 've got to wait for him,
but I'd rather be on deck than down here.
Isn't this elegant, though? It must have
cost piles of money."
There could be no doubt of that, for the
Rover was a floating palace, so far as its
fitting up was concerned. She was also a
bird of the sea for speed, and she went over
a long stretch of salt water during the quarter of an hour which passed before Torn.
:igain had company.
Mr. Angus did n0t come, even then, hut
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Captain Andrews, as po1ite and as smiling
as at first.
"Tracy, you said your name was? Tom
Tracy?" he asked, as he took a seat and
looked into the now somewhat anxious face
of his boy passenger.
"That's it," said Tom, "and I'd like to
see Mr. Angus and go ashore."
"You know Mr. Angus?" asked the captain. "And he knows you?"
"Oh, yes!" said Tom. "l'vehadbusiness
with him before this."
"Then I think I'd better let you read
that," said Captain Andrews, holding out
the letter Tom had brought to him. "You
can't deliver your other errand to any
hands but his, and I'm going to take you
straight to him."
Mr. Gangway must have been altogether
in the dark as to the contents of the letter to
. Captain Andrews which had been sent to
his office to be forwarded by him to the
commander of the Rover. Tom read it, now,
and the part most interesting to him was in
these words: "Take the Rover around to
New London. I will meet you there. On no
account let any soul on shore know that I
am not on board.'·'·
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It was signed by Mr. Angus!
"Captain Andrews!" exclaimed Tom, in
~mazement. "Do you mean to say I 'vegot
to go all the way around Long Island before
[can see Mr. Angus?"
"Splendid sail," said the captain, with a
cheerful laugh. "We'll treat you first rate.
I'm glad to get out of harbor, myself.
Come on deck, now, and have a good time."
Tom sat very still for a moment, and there
was a queer feeling in his throat and along
his waistband.
"I guess you 're all right, anyhow," be
said, with a strong effort to speak as if he
were entirely satisfied.
"I'm all right, am I?" laughed the captain. "Come up, my boy. Come right on
deck and play sailor. You can deliver that
thing to Mr. Angus, at New London. You
are going to find him before anybody else

will."
He got up as he spoke, and Tom followed
him on deck and looked around and aloft .
It seemed to him as if he never had had so
keen a sense of being alive as that which
came to him while he looked ancl realized his
very extraordinary situation. With all her
sails set, the saucy Rover was clashing
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across the lower bay toward the narrow8.
She was on her way to the open sea,-to the
Atlantic ocean,-an d Tom Tracy was her
only passenger . It was almost as if she
were his own, for that trip.
"At sea!" exclaimed Tom. "I'm at sea!
I never was out at sea before. It's the biggest kind of thing. Hurrah!"
The hurrah sounded hushed and lowvoiced, for Tom was under a heavy pressure
of excitemen t, but his cheeks were flushed ,
and his black eyes were sparkling with
pleasure.
"I'm really glad you like it," said hearty
Captain Andrews. "We '11 have an out-andout good time."
Long before Tom Tracy came up out of
that cabin, a red-heade d and red-faced boy
dashed into the office of Strong & Bullard,
soh1ewha t as if he had reached them at the
end of a hard run. He had neverthele ss,
arriYed either a little too late or a little too
soon, somehow .
"PeZtnut shucks! Orange peel! Banana
skins!" he heard, growled out in the cleep
hu sky voice of the head ofthefirm . " What
has become of that boy?"
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"I didn't waste a minute, Mr. Strong,"
said Gap, in an anxious tone, as he held
out a sealed envelope. ''I had to wait for
'em to give me that answer."
"I didn't say you hadn't," grumbled the
gray-headed banker.
"What's all this
mess on the floor? Do you mean to make
this office a pig sty? Get a broom! Clear
it up!"
"Twasn't there when I went out," began
Gap, as he went to a corner and searched
for a broom which was also not there.
"Come here, sir," said Mr. Strong. "Turn
your side pockets inside out."
Gap's face grew dreadfully red, but he
silently obeyed. One pocket had in it nothing but a handkerchie f, a strap and buckle,
some string, two lead pencils, a piece of
rubber, and some business cards, but the
other produced a sensation. It was a bulging pocket when Gap began upon it, and it
was foll of danger.
"Bananas!" exclaimed Mr. Strong.
"Pretty near a pint of peanuts-"
A roar of laughter from the bookkeeper
and the others interrupted him.
" That '11 do, Gap," said Mr. Strong. "You
ha<l n't eaten your peanuts. Somebody else
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did this. I '11 let you off. Take that telegram. Quick, now! "
Off he went, and when he returned to the
banking office it was empty.
"Narrowest kind of get off," he said to
himself. "I did eat some of those peanuts.
I've got to look out what I do with my
shucks."
Mr. Tracy was .feeling uncommonly well
satisfied concerning his son that afternoon.
"My dear," he said to his wife, "it's a
Mr. Gangway is the right
good thing.
kind of man forThomas to be with."
"But where's he gone?" she asked.
"Private business, my dear," he replied,
almost reprovingly. "Do you s'pose I'd
let him tell me? A boy with a leaky mouth
isn't worth a cent."
" But, husband," she said, "he ought to
be back in time for supper."
"Supper!" said Mr. Tracy. "What's his
supper com pared to his business? He must
learn not to care too much for his supper.
A boy that thinks about eating, when he's
got something else to do, isn't worth a
cent."
9
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"I do wish I knew where he'd gone,"
she persisted. "I had some things I wanted
to say to him."
"About that there blind girl?" he
responded .
"Nonsense, my dear! Tom,
reading poetry to her, instead of 'tending to
business? Fudge! Humbug! I'm sorry
she's blind. Of course I am. Of course you
are. Of course he is. Humph! A boy of
his age that takes to reading poetry isn't
worth a cent."
As for Tom himself, he was just then sitting upon a coil of rope, near the heel of
the Rover's bowsprit, as she dashed through
the Narrows. He was staring eagerly at
the grim walls of the forts and at the
embrasures from which the great guns
peered out, when Captain Andrews came
and stood by him.
"Having a good time, Tom?" asked the
captain.
"Tip-top," said Tom. "I guess any British man-of-war tha_t tried to get in here
would get all it wanted."
"I guess it would, if it was one of their
big iron-clads," repli ed 1 he captain. "It
would get the forts, popguns and all, and
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then it would steam in and get the city.
Yes, it would get all it wanted."
Tom's countenance fell, for he had been
brimful of pride and patriotism concerning
those forts.
They were so grand, so
magnificent, with such lots of cannon. He

"I'M REALLY GLAD YOU Lilt.£ IT.'t

could not believe that they were really old.
fashioned affairs, which could not do much
hurt to a new-fashioned enemy.
Captain Andrews seemed to feel worse
about it than Tom did, and went on into a
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kind of free lecture about war ships and
armor, and forts and cannon and torpedoe s,
and all that sort of thing.
"Now, Tom,"h e said at last, "come down
with me and get some supper. You '11 have
one of the forward stateroo ms to-night ."
Tom a rose from his coil of rope, but in a
moment more he sat down upon the deck.
Nobody else did so, for the captain and the
sailors had their sea-legs under them, and
were used to the motion of the Rover.
"Up with you," laughed the captain.
"She's going lively. We're going to have
the liveliest kind of night, or I'm mistake n."
Tom got up and followed him, with a
clear idea of the difference between a deck
and a si<lewalk. Never in his life before had
he made a voyage upon any craft less steady
than a ferryboa t, or over waves that
amounte d to anything . He was consciou s
that he was getting excited about this boat
and these waves, however , and he determined to play sailor as well as he knew how.
Down they went, to a prime good supper, in
the cabin. Tom ate with a hungry boy's
appetite , while Captain Andrew s p r oved
that a prime good sailor can beat a hungry
boy.
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"Now, Tom," he said, after answering
kindly no end of questions about yachts and
other vessels, "you may come on deck and
take all the comfort there is going. Don't
fall overboard, that's all. I '11 see to it that
you hand your papers to Mr. Angus. Have
a good time!"
Tom went out on deck, just as the Rover
was pitching heavily in the deep wake of a
vast ocean steamer.
"She's one of the biggest of the Cunarders," said the mate, when Tom spoke to
him. "She's British. There isn't a Yankee
steamer a crossing this old heaving pond.
Yonder 's a German, and we passed a
Frenchman a little while ago."
That was another rub on Tom's patriotism. Ship after ship and steamer after
steamer swept by the Rover, as she dashed
away into the wide waste of the Atlantic.
The breeze freshened, and the spray came
flying across the deck. The staunch craft
leaned over, at times, in a manner that
startled Tom, in spite of his faith in the seamanship of Captain Andrews.
"What's he running so fast for? " he ven
tured to ask the mate, as the dusk of the
twilight began to settle over the water.
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"He wan ts to get a good offin g," said the
mate , gruff iy. "He 's righ t abou t it, too.
We 're in for a roug h nigh t."
It was like an unkn own tong ue to Tom
unti l he had aske d mor e ques tions . Then he
knew wha t an offin g mea nt, an<l that the
wor st plac e in the wor ld for a saili ng vessel
w a s anyw here near shor e, in a gale of wind ,
unle ss it blew her a way from the land .
"An d you can' t coun t on that ," said the
sailo r.
Deep er and deep er grew the gloo m over the
ocea n, the whit e cres ts of the wav es glea m.
ing thro ugh it in a way that mad e Tom feel
serio us, but he kept up his look out. He saw
the sailo rs hang out thei r brill iant lante rns,
and then , far and near acro ss the sea, he
coul d shor tly disc over othe r twin klin g
poin ts oflig ht hung out by sailo rs on othe r
craft .
''We 're goin g to have a roug h nigh t of it,
are we? " he said to hims elf. "Th at mea ns
that ther e's a big stor m com ing. I don 't
care . Let her com e!"

CHA PTER VIII.
THE CRUIS E OF THE "ROV ER."
THE lights upon the ocean which Tom
Tracy was watch ing from the deck of the
Rover , as she dashe d on before the stron g
wind which was drivin g her, were of vast
impor tance to a host of people . Just as
they began to glimm er, at yarda rms and at
masth eads, the street lights of the city
flashe d out in quick succes sion. The gaslights , where ver they were, did nothi ng
witho ut help from a torch or a match , but
the electr ic lights had an appear~nce of
know ing for thems elves the right time to
kindle , and then to kindle on their own
accou nt. There was a burne r of that sort
in Mrs. Tracy 's sittin g room in the Probu s
buildi ng, and when the time came it made
so sudde n a jump into brillia ncy that it
startl ed her. She had been sittin g very
stil1, looki ng out of a windo w towa rd the
harbo r, and when the little glass bulb near
her flashe d into a glow of white light she
135
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put her hands before her eyes and exclaimed:
"0 Tom! where can he be?"
She was not the only person who seem<:d
to have that question in mind, for Mr.
Gangway, arising from his dinner table,
remarked to another gentleman: "No, sir,
I hardly expected him back soon enough to
report to-day, but I shall see him first thing
in 1..he morning."
There was enough of light, away out at
sea, for Tom to watch the sailors of the
Rover, as they took in sail after sail. The
smaller sails, that he did not know by name,
came in first, until only one narrow jib
remained, while of the larger sails, only the
mainsail, reduced in size by reefing, now
caught the increasing pressure of the win<l
that was blowing. It was worth any landboy's while to hold on hard by the rail and
see those spreads of canvas come in, and
hear the orders, and to see how perfectly the
men did their work. Tom had heard Captain Andrews remark, too, that sail had
been kept on quite as long as was at all
safe, and he knew tlrnt n long distance had
been put beh,·een the Rover and the shore
of Nor.th America.
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The wind itself had not been reefed or
diminished, but it had changed its direction.
It had been westerly, to blow the Rover out
through the Narrows, but :it kept veering
around to the north ward until it went too
far, altogether, and was rapidly becoming
what the mate described as ''a nor'easter."
"They never last long, in midsummer,"
added Captain Andrews, "but there's
enough of one of 'em while it's blowing."
Tom knew they were talking of what was
yet to come, but he was strongly of the
opinion that there was quite enough of that
nor'easter already.
"Time for you to go below, Tom," said
the captain. "I '11 help you get there safe
and sound. You can read or do anything
you please, but I can't let you stay on deck
any longer."
"I guess I'd rather be down ·stairs than
up here," said Tom. "Ts it r eally going to
storm much ha rd er than this ? "
"I guess likely it '11 blow some before
morning," said the captain. "You go to
bed and sleep. She won't roll as badly as a
steamer would. You '11 have a real good
time.''

138

THE YOUNG FINANCIER

The Rover was a capital sea-boat, and
her motion was not so very unpleasant, in
spite of a rough sea that was rising fast,
but the wind and waves together were making a tremendous racket. There were papers
and magazines and books in the elegant
saloon which Tom now had all to himself,
but he could not compel himself to read one
of them. The best of them could not have
contained a chapter half so interesting to
him as was the chapter of actual experience
which he had been trapped into by Mr.
Rufus Gangway's sly attempt to find out
whether or not Mr. Angus were on board
the Rover.
"It's the biggest thing that ever happened to me," said Tom to himself. "I
wonder what mother '11 say, and father,
when I tell them. Won't they open their
eyes? I'm sorry for one thing, though.
Amy '11 look for me to-morrow, and I can't
come. I '11 have something better than
poetry to talk about when I do see her, anyhow. I '11 go to bed."
Amy had not forgotten him, although her
mind had been pretty full that evening.
Mrs. Cathcart returned from her hot day of
business in a disturbed state of mind,
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although peanuts had sold well. She had
almost been cross to Amy, and had refused
to answer several unusual questions which
Amy had asked her about men and women
and things that she said she thought of, as
if she remembered them, a way back long
years ago, before she was blind. That
was early in the evening, and Amy was still
busy around the rooms, setting matters to
rights, as if her desire to keep things in
order was growing upon her. She must
have had something else upon her mind,
too, for at last she exclaimed:
"There! I don't think I know what that
part of it means, and so it won't come back.
I can repeat all the rest. It's real nice to
know it, and to say it over and ove1·."
She had not repeated aloud what she
knew of the "Lady of the Lake," but she
was looking triumphant over the idea that
she could once more astonish Torn Tracy
by remembering so much.
"It makes me think of all those other
things, too," she said, "and I can see them
better than I used to see them."
Amy was silent after that, and so was
her grandmother, and so was the parrot,
except when a sharp gust came through the
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window, and all but swept him from his
perch.
The windows had to he quickly closed, but
the gust there was nothing at all to the one
which roared around the ninth story of the
Probus building. The windows went down
there also, and by one of them sat Mrs.Tracy ,
staring out into the darkness and saying,
again and again:
"It's of no use, Mr. Tracy, I can't have
him sent on errands that keep him away
from home all night."
The absent boy she was thinking of sat in
the cabin of the Rover for some time, listening to the tumult of the storm and to the
sounds which came down now and then
from the deck. At last he began to feel
almost ashamed not to go to bed.
"If Captain Andre\-vs should come down
and find me up," he said to himself, "he'd
say I was scared."
That thought drove him to his stateroom
and into his bed, but he hardly intended to
go to sleep. He was pretty tired, however,
and his eyes soon closed. They remained
shut until the Rover tacked, and then he
suddenly found himself wide awake, and
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graspin g wildly out for somethi ng to hold
on by.
"She's tipping over," he exclaime d. "No,
she isn't! What is .i t? I hope it isn't going
to be a shipwre ck."
He heard a great sound of cracking and
roaring, but he had listened to somethi ng
like it before h e '"ent to sleep, and after a
few seconds he could r emembe r it better.
"I wish I were on deck! " he almost
groaned . "If she is sinking, they ought to
let me know. The cabin door is locked,
too, and I couldn' t get up stairs. What
would mother say if she kn ew where I was!
0 dear!"
Tom felt peculiar ly until the steadine ss of
the Rover's plunges into wave after wave
reassure d him a little. He did not know
that even the captain and the mate, on deck,
were remarki ng that it was well for all on
board of her that the Rover was" a good
sea-boa t." She rode the water well, and
she was well handled. Gust after gust
swept her swiftly onward, and each fierce
rush of wind seemed stronger than that
which went before it. Tom Tracy's eyes
closed again, after his first determin ation
to try and be still, and he did not knovv
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what it was which once more made him
open them. Neither did he have an idea
how long his second nap had lasted.
"It's almost as dark as a pocket in here,"
he said, "and I couldn't tell if it was morning. I 'II get up, anyhow."
Getting up was not so hard a task, but
standing up was harder, and there seemed
to be no such thing as finding his clothes or
putting them on.
"I know where I left them," he said," but
I want more light-there!"
He had worked his way to the door of the
stateroom, and opened it. The lamp that
hung in the cabin had been turned low, but
it was still burning, and he could see that
eve1·ything which had been loose when he
first went into it had now been put away.
"There isn't anything that can roll
around much, except me," remarked Tom,
three seconds later as he climbed upon a sofa
across the cabin. "That was awful sudden.
She isn't wrecked yet, though. What \Vould
mother say ! "
The Rover was steadier for several minutes, and he managed to dress himself.
"I wish I had a watch," he said, and just
then the cabin door opened.
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"Hello, Tom," said the voice of Captain
Andrews. "Up and dressed, are you? Did
you sleep any?"
"Oh, yes,'' said Tom, putting all the courage he had into his face and voice. "But
isn't it time to get up?"
"You might as \Yell stay up,'' said the
captain, "but it won't be daylight for more
than an hour."
"May I come on deck and see the storm?"
asked Tom, very much as if be were fond of
storms.
"I guess I can take care of you,'' said Captain Andrews. "Come along. Hold hard!
There's a wind blowing."
Tom thought so, but then he was not a
sailor, and he knew very little about wind.
"This can't last long, captain," said the
mate.
"I hope it won't," said the cool commander of the Rover. "She's as dry as a bon e
below. We '11 weather this gale in good
order."
'"Tisn't so dark up here," said Tom to
himself. "There are not many clouds. I
can see stars now and then. What waves!
She isn't wrecked yet."
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Not yet, but he saw for the first time the
difference between having waves around a
ship, and a ship floating like a big cork on
the side of a wave. The next thing he
learned was the difference between a wave
breaking against a ship, and a wave broken
into by a ship, nose first, or rather, bowsprit foremost. The Rover was built to go
over water rather than through it, but she
seemed to make a complete dive into that
gigantic billow.
"Hold hard all!" he heard the captain
roar through his trumpet, and he griped his
rope desperately.
Oh, how he did hold on as that flood of
salt water swept the deck! He felt that he
was away down under it, and his thoughts
flashed through his mind like lightning.
"Is she sinking? Am I drowning? Will
she ever come up again? Mother won't
know I'm drowned! I can't breathe! Ohoh-yes, I can ! Phew! Whish ! It chokes
n1e-''
That was because he tried to catch his
breath too soon as the waves went by and
let him out, and the next thing he heard was
a round of cheers from Captain Andrews
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and the sailors, for the way the Rover had
gone under and come up again.
"I'm awful wet," said Tom. "Don't I
wish I were at home again!"
He had hardly spoken before he heard yet
another sound. It was like a sharp scream
at a distance , and it was followed by loud
exclama tions from Captain Andrews and
his men. He could understa nd only a little
of what they said, but his heart beat hard.
"Going down!" he exclaime d . "What a
pity! Some other ship is wrecked worse
than we are! "
"Captai n Andrew s," shouted the mate,
hoarsely , "her light was more 'n half a mile
to wind ward."
"She's founder ing!" roared the captain.
"There goes her light! "
"Gone down!" groaned the mate. "And
we can't do a thing!"
Tom himself had caught a glimpse of the
light which disappea red, and he strained his
eyes eagerly in a hope of seeing it again, but
it was of no use. . Some craft that was not
so good a sea boat as was the Rover had
plunged under an ocean surge and had n o t
come up agam.
10
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The next thing Tom under stood w as the
great grief of Capta in Andre ws tha t he
could do nothi ng for men who migh t possibly yet be swim ming, for the Rover could
not sail again st the wind.
"I wish she were a steam er, ju·s t now,"
he said. "No use to send a boat. It'd be
swam ped in no time. "
The men offered to go, but he refuse d to
take the respo nsibil ity, altho ugh he tacker l
back and forth in a sort of vain hope of
savin g someb ody.
"No use," he said, again , at last, and then
the Rover dashe d on her course .
She went throu gh severa l big waves , but
when Tom mana ged to speak of them to
the mate, he was told that all this was
nothi ng to the dives the yacht had made
while he was down in his stater oom.
"She 's a reg'la r duck, " said . the mate,
"but the wind 's lettin g up a little, and it's
pretty near dayli ght."
Less and less fierce grew the puffs of the
gale, but the wave s were still chasi ng each
other with treme ndous energ y when the
glow of morn ing began to sprea d acros s the
sky. Tom was almos t surpri sed to find
how thoro ughly the wind had dried him.
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He felt chilly, too, until the rising sun had
warme d him up, but after that he grew
more comfo rtable, and tried to study out
the proble m of how every tack the Rover
made, in seemin gly oppos ite directi ons,
broug ht her so much nearer to Monta uk
Point, at the easter ly end of Long Island .
He was thinki ng of that, and of the ships
whose sails were visible betwe en him and
the horizo n, when Capta in Andre ws hailed
him.
"Well, Tom," he said, "I guess you're
feeling better , now. No more storm on this
trip. We '11 land you in New Londo n tomorro w morni ng, sure!"
"I'm glad to hear that," said Tom, with
energy , "but, oh, ain't I hungr y!"
"I guess so,'' replied the captai n. "Com e
along. Break fast's ready. "
Just about that time, away up in the
ninth story of the Probu s buildin g, a stout
lady was fussing around the kitche n with
a look of extrem e dissati sfactio n upon her
face.
"My dear," said a voice at the door of
the room, " 'tisn't time to get breakf ast."
"Mr. Tracy ," she said, "Thom as may
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return at any moment, and he shall have
his breakfast as soon as he gets here."
"!guess he'll eat his breakfast somewher e
else," said Mr. Tracy.
There was yet another stir among Tom's
city friends, but this one was at the bottom
of a building, not at the top. The sun rises
earlier in mid ocean than it does in the
deeply shaded streets of a city of tall
houses, and it was the racket of carts,
rather than anything shining, which stirred
up motion in a bundle of clothes upon the
doorstep of the Australian building. It
was a bundle which Jack Sample, the
roundsma n, may have overlooke d purposely, and now it stretched a leg, and then
an arm, and then it sat up.
"Locked out! "came from under the straw
hat it picked up and put on. "If this isn't
the meanest place to sleep in, I wouldn't
say so! I'm awful hungry, and there isn't
a place open yet, where I could get a mouthful."
He sat still a few moments, and then he
rose and walked up and down, and looked
peculiarly unhappy. He did not notice a
slight sound at the entrance near him, but
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the steel shutters lifted slowly, and a
woman's face peered out under them.
_:::;::::::::;;

11

11

GAP, YOU BA.D BOY. •

•

•

HA.VB YOU BBBN THBRB ALL NIGHT?"

"Gap, you bad boy," she said, sharply ;
"you come right in, this moment, and get
something to eat. Have you been there all
night? You 're a bad boy! Why didn't
you get home on time? You 're never punctual!"
"Mother," he said, as he came hastily for.
ward, "I wasn't more 'n te.u minutes late,
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or fifteen, and it's the meanest place to try
a nd sleep in."
He dodged under the shutters , just then ,
and they began to close down, but his voice
came out through all the opening left.
"Poor fellow!" she said. "S'eepin g on a
st one! It's dreadful ! You '11 never be late
again, will you? Poor boy! Served you
right, too. You 're hungry! Come right
along and get some breakfas t."
"Mothe r," said Gap, "I just do promise
I '11 never be behind hand again, as long as
I live. I did think I was going to get here."
''Gap," she interrup ted, "your father's
waiting for you, up stairs."
Just there the steel shutters came all the
way down and no more could be heard outside.

CHAPTER IX.
''YORK" AND "BOSTON."

THAT day was Sunday, but there was no
church door open anywhere near Tom
Tracy. He ate a hearty breakfast in the
cabin of the Rover, talking with Captain
Andrews about storms at sea and shipwrecks. Then he went on deck an cl for some
reason or other he never so much as thought
of getting seasick. He was now not only
dry, but faidy comfortable. He had taken
off his wilted collar, as being no longer of
any use, and he had smoothed his clothes as
well as he could, but he was aware that
they were somehow a great deal tighter in
their fit than they had been the day before.
"She's running fast, anyhow," he said, as
he looked around him.
"We'll reach New London to-morrow,"
said the captain, cheerfully.
Now that Tom was beginning to feel at
home on the deck of the yacht; there was no
end of enjoyment in watching the waves
151
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and in looking for the distant sails of other
ships and for the trailing smoke of steamers.
They were almost as plentiful as wagons
upon a much traveled road. Tom tried
hard to think only of those which were
afloat and in motion , but now and then he
could not help remembering the great cry
he had heard in the dark, and the light
which had disappeared beneath the stormy
water.
"I '11 never forget that as long as I live,"
he said to the mate.
Then he thought of his mother, and he
knew that she mustbegetting readytogoto
church. She was; and she was just then
saying to her husband: "This afternoon,
Mr. Tracy, I'm going to go and see that
poor blind girl. Tom would like to have
me; I know he vvould."
"Go and see her, my dear/' he replied.
"It's an awful thing to be blind. Tom's
eyes are as sharp as needles."
There was a pretty serious Sunday morning in the top story oft he Australian building. Gap Cruden was listening to a continuous lecture on punctu ality, from his fath er,
and all the while he had two other things
on hi.s mind. He thought of his night on
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the stone slab, and that thought helped his
· father's lecture amazingly, but he was also
thinking of the sad fact that on reaching his
room he had found no traces of two little
fellows who should have been there. Both
Yark and Boston had mysteriously disappeared, leavingnot so much asa yelp behind
them, and the lecture came to a sudden end
when Gap mustered courage to t ell th e
news.
The dog question became at once a family
matter, and it troubled old Mr. Crnden
every bit as deeply as it had troubled Gap.
How could any thief, however cunning,
have evaded all the safeguards of the
Australian building and carried off two
black and ta~ puppies?
"They couldn't have gone down by the
elevator!" exclaimed Mrs. Cruden.
"They never left home of their own
accord,'' remarked Gap. "But if they did
get out, and if they've been out all night,
they '11 never get back again."
"I'm afraid somebody's been a loafin'
'round ," said Mr. Cruden. "Come along;
I must make a thorough search for them."
" VI/ e 're coming with you," said Mrs.
Cruden. "Come, Hannah! Come, Jane! "

...
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She said that to a pair of elderly ladies
from the country who were visiting her,
and in a minute mm·e they were all marching in a procession, with Mr. Cruden at the
head of it, carrying bunches of keys in his
hand. He wore a solemn and important
look, for he was the only man entrusted
with the opening of all the d oon~ in the
Australian building.
"York and Boston couldn't have let themselves in anywhere without a key," said
Gap, "and I don't believe they fell down
stairs."
Room after room of the upper floor was
opened and examined, and in every one,
Mr. Cruden found fault with the way in
which things had been left.
"Fact is," he said, "we were a little late
in getting at it, last evening, and a heap
of work had to be left over. We '11 h a ve to
be a going early, to-morrow. We've got to
be more punctil."
There were no dogs on that fl oor, a nd
before the one next und er it was fini shed
the entire party was getting not only warm
but excited . Ga p did m ost of the active
searching under desks and lounges and
behind boxes, all the while whistling and
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calling the names of his lost favorites . His
father, on the other hand, seemed to have
an idea that black and tan puppies were
likely to get in to fireproo f safes, for he carefully tried the door of every safe, as he came
to it. That was one of his habitual duties,
as janitor, but then, no kind of puppy, not
even a clerk or ·an office boy, was likely to
know the secret numbers of a patent combination I ock.
"I don't like the look of things," said Mr.
Cruden, as they went down the next flight
of stairs. "I'm going clear through the
whole concern ."
If it had been the Probus building , he
could not have done it, but there were fewer
rooms here, and the women now began to
help Gap, vigorous ly.
"Not a dog to be found," whimper ed Gap,
when they reached the lower floor. "There' s
been somebod y snoopin g for 'em. Any
number of follows would like to have such
a brace of puppies as they are."
"It's a serious matter, my son," .groaned
Mr. Cruden, "Anythi ng illi.s sing from. tht~
building would be the ruin of me . . i 'm glad
it's only dogs this time."
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The .banking and insurance offices on that
floor were really splendid affairs, and Jane
and Hannah said so, and they almost forgot about the puppies while they stared
around in one room after anoth er.
"There's nothing left now," said Mr.
Cruden, "but Mr. Rufus Gangway 's office.
He hasn't let any dogs in, but he was here
mighty late last evening."
He threw open the door, as he spoke, of a
spacious room in the rear of the building,
and they all looked in.
"There's lots and heaps o' money been
made and lost in this 'ere den," began the·
old janitor.
"Yelp! Yelp! Yelp!" responded to him
from somewher e behind the mahogan y railing which guarded the inner two-third s· of
the office. It sounded almost like "Yelp
me! Yelp me yeout of t his yere."
"York! " shouted Ga p . "Boston! York!
Boston! where are you?"
"Yelp! Yelp us yeout ! " they replied, as
he darted forward to find them.
"Here they are, father !" shouted Gap.
" But how did they ever climb into this 'ere
waste-ba sket?"
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That was, indeed, a problem, for the wil.
low wicker-work, though only a foot in
diameter, was four feet high. There was
a thick mass of waste paper at the bottom
of it, and that had been the bed of York and
Boston. It had been softer than Gap's limestone slab, but they had had no breakfast,
and they said so.
Mr. and Mrs. Cruden and Jane and Hannah guessed at how they got in, while Gap
was lifting them out, and he made his own
guess as he hugged them.
"It must have been one of the boys," he
said, but right here he was startled by a
loud exclamation from his father.
"The safe's open! Maria! Gap! Mr
Gangway's safe door is open!"
"Husband!" said his wife. "Hannah!
Jane! The same man that stole the pups
has been robbing Rufus Gangway!"
Mr. Cruden had thrown open wide the
huge, double doors of the fire-proof, burglar-proof, ponderous mass of chilled iron and
steel, and its precious contents of account
books, papers, and packages of securities,
and of nobody knows what, were exposed
to view. He stood looking at it for a
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momen t, and then bang went the safe doors
agam.
"Wife," he said, "bring me a chair. I've
got to sit right here until Gap finds Rufus
Gangw ay and brings him to search this 'ere
safe. Gap, you go right along. Don't you
come back withou t him. I'm glad you did
sleep on the doorste p last night. Travel !"
"Moth er," said Gap, "you take the puppies. I'm off."
"Hann ah," said she, "take that one.
Jane, you take that. I'll get a chair for
him."
Gap vanishe d; the chair was brough t, and
Mrs. Cruden and . her two friends shortly
began a weary climb of stairwa ys, groaniug over the fact that the elevato r did not
run on Sunday s. They left behind them, in
Mr. Gangw ay's office a gray-he aded, undersized man, faithful ly leaning back agains t
the closed doors of a great iron box, and
very deeply regrett ing that he had neglect ed
his duty of trying the lock of it as soon as
the office was closed on Saturd ay evening .
Mr. Cruden bad given Gap the street and
numbe r of Mr. Gangw ay's house, but time
had gone by since breakfa st in that long
search for lost dogs. It seemed to Gap, too,
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that even the eleva ted road was a slow
affair , and he got to the house only to be
told that Mr. Gang way was alrea dy at
churc h.
''St. Giles', did they say? " he said, as he
darte d down the steps . "I know wher e it
is. I '11 get him! "
It was not many minu tes befor e he was
whisp ering awfu l news to a ·p onde rous sexton in a churc h vestib ule. A minu te later
Mr. Gang way, in his pew, listen ed to
anoth er whisp er, a loud one.
"Mes sage from the 'ous, sir! You 're
want ed at once, sir! The safo 's been
robbe d, sir!"
"You don' t say!" replie d the finan cier,
and half the cong regat ion turne d their heads
to see how swift ly he went down the aisle
to the door.
He learn ed all there was to be learn ed
from Ga p, and he learn ed it prett y cooll y.
"Go and get me a carri age," he said.
"Tell your fathe r I '11 come at once and
bring other s with me. There are millio ns
in that safe. Serio us busin ess!"
Off went Gap on that erran d, and as soon
ns it was done at a livery stabl e, he set out

160

THE YOUNG FINANCIE R

for home. When he got there the shutters
were raised by Mrs. Cruden.
"Mothe r!" said Gap, excitedly , "it's all
right, he's coming. Did you feed 'em?"
"Your father's 'feared there's been a robbery," she gasped. "It isn't his fault if
there has been, but he'd losehisp lace fornot
trying the door, la.st night. Oh, dear me!
And he so punctua l, too! "
Gap's question had referred to York and
Boston, but he was in a hurry to make his
report. He went right in and told what he
had done, while his father sat like a statue,
or as if he were a part of the safe door.
"'Tend the entrance , Gap," he said.
"Nobod y's agoingt oget intothis safe while
I'm alive."
He looked as if he meant it, and the stern
expressi on did not leave his face even when
1\Ir. Gangwa y and his bookkee per, an d
three other gentleme n, who had trusted
precious things to that huge iron box, came
anxiousl y into the room.
"Glad of your vigilanc e, Mr. Cruden, "
said the great speculat or. "I wish we'd
known this last night, though. That 's
where your mistake was. How it came so
is a mystery . Try the door, Beckwit h."
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The bookkeep er tried it, and it opened
as if it had no lock at all.
"Notlock ed,"hesai d. ' 'I locked it. Somebody else knows the combinat ion. vVe are
robbed, beyond a question."
"Count everythin g in it," said Mr. Gangway. "Count at once."
Mr. Beckwith, of course, had a list of
everythin g that should have been there, and
every article was compared with that list
a s it came out. They had reached the end
of·it when Mr. Gangway said, reading from
the list: "Ten gold certificate s, of ten
thousand dollars each, one hundred thousand dollars."
"Not h ere," replied the bookkeepe r. "I
did not have them."
"Stolen!" exclaimed Mr. Gangway .
A brisk discussion followed, but all that
was understoo d by Gap or his father was
that ten precious pieces of yellow-loo king
paper had in some manner disappear ed.
"I guess the pups didn't get 'em," said
Gnp, but Mr. Cruden was grimly silent.
"No suspicion of blame rests upon you,
Mr. Beckwith ," said Mr. Gangway , "but
we must clear the matter up. They would
1l
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easily have gone into a long envelop e V\ ithou t crowdi ng it."
They were all excited , but they all kept
their temper s, and Mr. Cruden felt better to
hear them say positiv ely, at las ·- , that the
missing treasur e must have been left outside
of the safe.
Gap was glad when he got a chance to
slip away for a visit to York and Boston ,
and the last words he heard were from
Mr. Gangw ay: "Those gold certific ates
belonge d to Mr. Angus. What can have
become of Tom Tracy? "
There was no one to tell him, and he was
uot the only person on shore who was
hourly becomi ng more and more interest ed
in that questio n.
Mrs. Tracy gave up expecti ng her son to
c:ome home to breakfa st, and both she and
Mr. Tracy were more silent than usual
while they were getting ready to go to
church.
At the corner of Garnet and Burgoy ne
streets everyth ing was at first very quiet
that Sunday mornin g. The rows of carts
remaine d at the curbsto nes, and n o horses
or drivers came for any of them. The small
shops were all closed. The dingy old houses
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also looked as if the people who lived in
t:hem were disposed to sleep later than
usual. Old Mrs. Cathcart did, for she had
been very tired on Saturday evening, but
her blind granddaughter did not. She knew
when morning came, and she arose with the
coming of the snn. Every article of any
consequence in the main room had to be visited and touched before she seemed entirely
satisfied that it was still there. She fed her
feathered pets, and then she lighted the fire
in the little stove and began to get breakfast. Just a moderate clatter of the dishes,
while she was setting the table, a woke Mrs.
Cathcart, but even after the old lady came
out and sat down to her coffee, she seemed
to have very little to say. It was a very
quiet place, indeed, until a while aft erward,
when Amy sat down at the piano. The
mom ent she struck a note, the canary followed her example, with all his might, and
the parrot joined in after his own fashion,
until a kind of storm of mixed music poured
out through the open windows.
"I guess Tom won't come on Sunday,"
said Amy, as she ceased playing, and both
Crib and Pete closed their mouths, while a
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faint mew from Whitey died away and left
a complete silence.
"No," said Mrs. Cathcart, ''of course he
won't."
Even in church , Tom's mother several
times said the same thing to herself, and
she was fidgety to the end of the service.
When it was over, however, and on her
way out of church, and on her way home,
she spoke to several other women about
Amy Cathcart, and her blindness, and her
music, and her need of a new bonnet, and
of new dresses, and of other things. They
all expressed the deepest interest, and promised to come and see about it. Mrs. Tracy
herself went to see about it very soon after
dinner. She was heartily welcomed, especially by Crib, but he spoke vi g orously of
peanuts, while Amy's first questions related
entirely to Tom, and the answers she
received were anything but satisfactory,
although his mother assured her that he
would soon be at home again. The impression left on Amy's mind, after all, was only
that Tom was away out in the great, dark
world, somewhere, and nobody knew
exactly where.
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"Poor child," said Mrs. Tracy, as she
caresse d the blind girl. "She ought to go
out. I'm going to take her out. It can't
be good for her to be shut up in prison all
the while. And she must have some new
things. "
"Priso n ! "exclai med Mrs. Cathca rt, indignantly. "It isn't any prison at all. She
would n't be safe if she wasn't locked in.
New things? Why, I've though t of that a
hundre d times. l 've a big trunk full of old
dresses and things, ready to be made over.
There's no need of spendin g a cent, but I
haven' t had any time."
"Why, that '11 be splend id!" exclaim ed
Mrs. Tracy, thinkin g · of her friends and
their many offers. "We can do all the making over. I do just want to see those things,
but I mustn 't look at them to-day. If
you '11 only get them out, ready for us!
Why, there's nothing I'd enjoy so much as
fixing her up. I always wanted a little girl
of my own."
Then they talked of Tom again, and wondered where he was, and all the while he
was having the grande st kind of sailing . It
was as if Mr. Angus had loaned him the
entire use of the Rover for a trip out to sea
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and around Long Island. Someho w or
other, however , when he thought of Mr.
Angus, three or four times, he went down to
his stateroo m and looked under the pillow
of the bed, to make sure that his long,
white, bunchy envelope of precious papers
was safe. "I'm so glad I put it there," he
said, "and that it has been kept <lry."
Tom thought a great deal about Mr.
Angus, and about meeting him in New
London, bnt the money king was not there,
any more than he was at sea, as Mr. Gangway imagine d. He was all the while in
New York city, in the northeas terly corner
of it. That is, he was in the country part
of the city, that was once part of Westchester county, among farms, and gardens ,
and villas, where most of the streets and
avenues are as yet only laid out on maps.
The broad piazza he was sitting in belonged
to a very beautifu l villa, and he could look
out upon Long Island Sound, and see the
white sails drift along, and feel entirely
retired, and hidden, and restful.
''Rest is what you need, Mr. Angus," said
Dr. Harbeck , sitting by him. "But you
must get away. What 's next?"
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"My yacht will be at New London to-morrow, unless she founders at sea," said Mr
Angus. "That is, if Gang way sent my
orders to the captain on board, and I'm
sure he did. He should have sent my letters
and reports here, though."
"I'm glad he didn't," exclaimed the doctor. "They 're just what you must not
have. Get a way from business!"
"Yes, I '11 take the morning train for New
London, to meet the yacht there," said the
rich man, and the doctor went away, leaving behind him a poor fellow whose very
life was in danger, just because he was so
very rich and knew so well how to make
money.
Mr. Angus knew nothing about the excitement at the Australian building. It was by
no means over. Mrs. Cruden and her lady
friends rested at the head of each flight of
stairs, as they went up, but York and Boston did not rest for a moment. They were
all yelp and wriggle, as if they had been
robbed of something, and wanted to go for
it, until at last they got their hungry noses
into two saucers of milk. Then the three
women sat down, looking very warm, and
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as if they were also in a state of dreadful
suspense.
"For all we know," said Mr. Cruden,
"that there safe's been robbed of everything
there is in it. It may have been left open a
purpose, too."

CHAPTER X.
THE

HUNDRED THOUSAND DOLLARS.

"MRS. CRUDEN," exclaimed Jane, as she
recovered her breath a little, "do you mean
it? Do you mean th at anybody could have
left that there safe open, so it could be
robbed easy?"
"Such things hev been," said Mrs. Cruden, solemnly, "and everything was clean
stole."
Jane and Hann a h tried to look at it that
way, and in every oth ~rw aythat they could
think of, and so did Mrs. Cru den; and they
all declared thatit seemed as if it were years
and years before any news came up stairs.
"Mr. Cruden '11 lose his dinner, and so will
Gap," Hannah was saying, when they heard
through the open door the sound of
approaching footsteps.
One pair came sharply and rapidly, so
that Mrs. Cruden exclaimed, "That's Gap!
He's the quickest boy 'round here."
171

172

THE YOUNG FINA NCIER

The other pair were making long, deliber·
ate strides, as if they belonged to a very tall
man .
"Mother," shouted Gap, as he darted in,
"there's a hundred thousand dollars g one!"
"Gap!" exclaimed his mother, and Jane
and H a nnah followed, louder yet; "Gap!"
"Gap!"
"Hundred thousand! Gold notes-"
"Gap!" broke in old Mr. Cruden, sternly,
solemnly . hoarsely. "Let your mouth be
closed. Every tongue present must be
closed. It is to be kept secret. If it leaks
out, the ends of jus tice m ay be defeated. I
have done my du ty. All men are satisfied
with me."
"I'm glad of that," said his wife. "And
you won't lose your place. And I'm glad
we found the dogs. And Gap was asleep in
front of the door all night, and nobody
couldn't get in. But I want to know 'bout
that hundred thousand dollars right
away."
"It's a profound secret," be began again.
"Mother," said Gap, "there didn't anybody g et it. It wasn't in the safe.''
"How did they steal it, then? " she
demanded . "How did it get away? What's
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'Jecom e of it? I want to know where it
Nas, if it wasn 't in the safe?"
"\Vhy , mothe r," said Gap, "it wasn' t
there. They left it lying 'round loose, and
they can't tell where it went to. I wish 5
knew how the pups got down there.' '
"I don't care about the pups," she said,
but her husban d drew himsel f up to his very
fullest height , and interru pted her.
"My dear," he said, "stop there. I will
relate to you all the circum stance s with the
utmos t puncti lity."
That was what he went on to do, not
omitti ng the smalle st point of the careful
manne r in which he had swept and regula ted
Mr. Gangw ay's office, day after day, or of
the reason s why he failed to try the door of
the safe on Saturd ay evenin g. He grew
more and more solemn and stately , as he
went on to the experi ences of that Sunda y
morni ng, the bunt for the lost puppie s, the
discov ery that the safe was open; Gap's
hunt for Mr. Gangw ay, and the final
annou nceme nt that so many thousa nds of
dollars , ''in gold, my dear; solid gold; gold
on deposi t in the treasu ry of the United
'States , is gone! Gone, my dear! And it
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was not in the safe at all, and nobo dy can
blam e me."
"Gon e, " sighe d Mrs. Crud en. "An d
nobo dy can tell whe re!"
Tha t was a dread ful fact to think of, and
the after noon was large ly used up in wonderin g wha t had been done with all that
mone y, and who had got it. Gap also wondered how York and Bost on got dow n stair s
and into the wast e bask et, but he could hit
it prett y nearl y. He almo st knew , and he
said so, that the two black and tans had
escap ed from their own room when the door
was open , had tumb led dow n the first fligh t
of stair s, had then been picke d up by the
erran d boys of Mr. Gang way' s office, and
had been mad e a speci al depo sit of, just as
if they had been a kind of mon ey.
Gap failed to gues s how the erran d boys
had hung arou nd Satu rday even ing, and
had had to go hom e with out the pupp ies
after all, just beca use 1\.f r. Beck with and
Mr. Gang way staye d so much later than
usua l.
·Ther e was plen ty of excit emen t on the
land , but Tom Trac y had a very quie t day
:it sea. All the book s and pape rs on boar d
~ouldnottempthim to read , he had so
much
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to think of. Even after supper, there was
nothing else half so pleasant as leaning ove~
the rail and looking at the water, and at
the sky, and at the sails of the Rover. He
was out of sight ofland, away out upon the
Atlantic ocean, just as Columbus had been,
and Captain Kidd, and Nelson, and Commodore John Paul Jones, and many other
distinguished seamen whose names he could
remember. He thought a great deal, too,
about his mother, and about how she would
worry over his unexpected absence, and he
wished he could send her \vord how good a
time he was having and not scare her by
mentioning the storm. He thought of Amy,
and her grandmother, and Crib, and Pete,
and the kitten, but he thought even more of
the boys he would meet when he got home.
Amy was not thinking of him at all, just
then. She had been quiet while Mrs. Tracy
was there, and she kept pretty still afterward. Her usual restlessness had all gone
away, but some of it seemed to have gone
into her grandmother.
'·'I don't care," exclaimed the old lady
just after supper, "I shall have no time
to-morrow. I '11 just get them out now and
look at them.''
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If Amy knew what was coming sne did
not say so, but she went and stood by her
grandmother during the unlocking of the
largest of the trunks which stood against
the wall. It was a very large trunk, and it
was crammed, packed full of things.
"It hasn't been opened for years and
years," muttered Mrs. Cathcart, "but I
know what's in it. There's more than she
will need, I'm sure of that."
That was plainly true, unless Amy was to
have different dresses for every day in the
week, twice a day. Out they came, and
some of them were silks and satins. Down
sat the old woman on the floor, and down
sat Amy by her. Neither of them spoke at
first, b ut the blind girl's fingers passed
swiftly over the soft surfaces of the fabrics
within her reach.
"So soft," she said. "Oh, how pretty they
are! Why don'tyoueverw earthem,grand mother?"
"You are to wear them, some of 'em,"
was all the reply to her question, but Amy
had not seen the old lad y wipe her eyes,
again and again, and now her ears told her
what her eyes could not.
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"0 grandm other!" she exclaime d. "What
is the matter! You are crying! Has anybody stolen anythin g?"
She had thrown her arms around her neck
and was hugging and kissing her.
"Not now, Amy. Not just now, they
haven't ," said Mrs. Cathcar t, mournfu ily.
"But if somebod y had 11 't stolen a great
deal, long ago, you wouldn 't be here, and I
wouldn 't be selling peanuts .''
"Great Crib!" screame d the parrot from
his perch. "Peanu ts!"
He added a prolonge d screech and some
sea phrases, and then he was silent, but
Amy remarke d, without getting any reply :
•·Seems to me, grandmo ther, as if I could
think of aII sorts of things while I'm touching these dresses. They feel away, 'way
back, before I got blind."
She arose and walked away, while the old
woman put most of the things back into
the trunk, and neither of them spoke for a
long time. Not even when it was time to go
to bed and sleep.
Amy Cathcar t's blind eyes al ways told her
when the lamps were lighted, and she knew
when they were put out that night. It
made a difference in the kind of darkness .
12
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She did not go to sleep right away, for her
mind was busy with a long procession of
memories suggeste<l by the touches of her
fingers upon the old dresses taken out of her
grandmother's trunk. The faces of men and
women came to visit her, and she thought
she knew them, but she could not call
them by their names.
Mr. Rufus Gangway was another person
who did not go to sleep quickly, but he was
thinking of lost mo ney and of Tom Tracy,
and of Mr. Angus. As for the Cruden family,
th ey sat up pretty late, ~alking about
thieves, and Gap took York and Boston to
bed with him.
Tom Tracy remained on the deck of the
Rover as long as Captain Andrews would
let him, watching the waves chase each
other, and now and then wishing that he
could catch a glimpse of the lighthouse that
the mate told him of at Montauk Point.
He went to bed in his stateroom at last, and
the Rover rocked him to sleep as if she had
been a cradle.
It was not easy for any of them, afloat or
ashore, to get to ben that night, but it
seemed uncommonly easy for all of them to
get up early next morning.
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Tom Tracy had an early breakfast, and a
good one, and he did not know how near
his motherca me to cookingso methinge xtrn
good to put on his plate. When he got on
deck he looked aronnd eagerly for Montauk
Point, and was just going to ask about it
when the captain touched his elbow.
"There, Tom," he said, "there's Block
Island, and away off yonder is Point Judith.
We 're running fine! We '11 get to New
London in no time."
The Rover was, indeed, dancing along
splendidly , and Tom felt it, all over, as he
stood and looked and looked until the mate
came and said: "We've got there, ID) boy.
We 're running in now. Can't you see thefort, away yonder? And the shore batteries?
That's where the fight was, in the old
Revolutio nary War, when Arnold, the
traitor, came and burned New London."
Tom was ready enough to hear about the
fights and the massacre at Fort Griswold;
and then the mate left him, and the Rover
swept on into the harbor, taking in sail as
she went. While she was doing so, a man
upon one of the wharves was watching her.
He took a white handkerch ief from his
pocket and swung it, and it seemed to have
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a controlling influence over the yacht, for
she steered at once for that wharf, and ran
in gracefully alongside of it.
Tom had been below after his precious
envelope, and when he came on deck th ere sat
Mr. Angus, listening to Captain Andrews'

Mlt . ANGUS, LISTEN1NG TO CAPTAIN ANDREWS' REPORT.

report of the good behavior of the Rover
during the storm.
"I 'rri glad she's all right," said the money
king, glancing over her from stem to stern,
but his eyes came down from a search of
her spars and rigging, to look into the eager,
boyish face of the one passenger.
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"Now, Tom," he said.
"Mr. Gangw ay sent me, sir, " said Tom,
as he delivere d the envelop e, but he could
not think what else to say.
"Tom, " said Mr. Angus, with a grim
smile, as he took the envelop e, "you look as
if you had Leen throug h a storm at sea."
"I guess I have ' "said Tom ' colorinob- l· "and
I've had a ride for nothing ."
"I don't know about that," laughed Mr.
Angus. "I may make you pay for the use
of my yacht. Salt water isn't good for
straw ha ts, though ."
Tom's hat had stuck to his head wonder fully while he was under water, but it had
afterwa rd dried with indepen dent twists,
before and behind. His clothes , too, had
dried, but his trowse rs were an inch and a
half shorter and a size tighter than before,
and so was his coat. He had now no collar
on nor necktie , and his shoes were anythin g
but shining .
"Hello ! what's this?" was the sudden
exclam ation he next heard from Mr. Angus.
"What on earth did Gangw ay send them
for! Is the man crazy? "
He had opened the envelop e, and some
letters came out first and some folded papers,
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but these were followed by a thin packet1
just such as can be made with a rubber band
around ten thin slips of tough paper, each
a little larger than a banknot e. They had
a clear, yellow tint to look at, and so they
were not greenbac ks, but 1\Jr . Angus counted
them and remarke d: "One hundred thousand dollars! It's a mistake. It's a blunder. I must send them back to Rufus Gangway. Tom, come below with me."
Tom followed him down into the cabin,
thinking fast about the yellow papers and
ab out the figure he was cutting.
''Mr. Gangwa y tokl me," he said, "not to
deliver it to anybody but you."
"That's right, Torn,'' said Mr. Angus,
"but did you see Mr. Gangwa y put these
gold notes into this envelop e?"
"He didn't put 'em in," said Tom. "The
envelope lay on his table. I saw him take
it up and put in the other things, and seal
it, and hand it to me. They must have been
in it when he picked it up."
"Then Rufe's in a peck of trouble about
them now," said Mr. Angus. "Serve him
right, too, for getting excited. But you 're
the boy I want this morning . Wait."
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He opened a writing-desk that stood in
the cabin, and he sat down and wrote rapidly for a few minutes.
"There, Tom Tracy," he said, as he ceased
writing. "I wish that you knew a little
more than you do. Ta.ke that to Dr. Harbeck, and see him first. Take that to Mr.
Gangway.
Take the others to their
addresses. But I can't afford to have my
errands done by a scarecrow."
''I guess I do look kind o' washed out,"
said Tom, squirming and coloring.
"Your rigging has suffered badly," said
Mr. Angus. ''I owe you a new outfit.
Now, you obey my orders. When you get to
the city, rig up before you see one of those
men. Buy just what I tell you, and it's
none of your business why, or what it
costs."
He gave close directions, which could only
be filled in a firstclass clothing store, and he
even named the place, telling Tom that
when he should come out of it he would be
a different looking boy - or, as he said,
"bird."
He handed Tom a hundred dollars, and
added : "Keep an account, and settle with
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me when I see you. You've just time to
catch the train. Go!"
Tom picked up his warped hat and went
on deck. The captain, and the mate, and
the sailors shouted good-bye to him as he
hurried ashore, and then he hurried off
toward the rail way depot.
It was just as Mr. Angus said, for he
barely succeeded in catching the train that
was ready. All the way to the dep ot, however, and while buying his ticket, and after
getting into a car, he felt worse and worse
about the wreck of his clothing.
"Scarecrow! " he said to himself. "Well,
I guess that's just about how I look."
He forgot it, now and then, as the swift
express carried bim to the city, but he
remembered it, awfully, after he walked into
the great clothing store, and spoke to a
nobby clerk.
"Clothing, sir? Ah,-weil,-yes ,-certainly," began the clerk, but Tom was
thinking.
"It doesn't seem right, somehow, but I've
got to obey orders! It's awful, but I've
got to get the best there is!"
That was how he came to astonish the
clerk, for he put away suit after suit, insist-
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ing upon looking at "something better 'n
that, I guess."
Tom felt a queer feeling that a yachtsman
or any other great sailor ought to wear
dark, navy blue, and that was what he
pid:ed out. It was a very stylish suit, and
before he put it on, he bought new uncl erdothing, throughout, with a new necktie,
shirt, collar, cuffs, hat, and shoes. Then he
went into the dressing-room the salesman
led him to, and put on everythin g, making
a bundle of his shipwrecked rigging. The
pleasure and excitement of it grew as he
went along, and he had never felt so well in
his life as he did when it was finished, and
he took a look at himself in a full-length
nnrror.
"Not much of a scarecrow, now," he was
saying to himself. "I guess I '11 take one of
those nickel-headed canes. This is just what
Mr. Angus told me to do."
But just then the salesman came up, with
a very polite bow.
"Here's your change, sir. Your bill was
fifty dollars and seventy-five cents. Hope
you 'II like it, sir, and call again ."
Tom had expected the change, but he took
the something else that was handed him
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with a start of astonishment. It was a
very neat American watch · and chain, of a
metal closely resembling gold.
"Every customer for over fifty dollars,"
explained the salesman, "before August
tenth, gets one of 'em. Good time-pieces.
Nine men out of ten can't say but what
they 're gold."
"Advertising dodge," excl nimed Tom.
''I '11 just put it on. Then I '11 get me a
cane."
So he did, and when he got out upon
Broadway with his cane in his hand, it
seemed to him as if the people he met were
all disposed to admi re his blue suit. He had
his errands all before him, however, and he
turned them over in his mind, as he walked
along.
"What '11 mother say," he said to himself,
''when she sees me? And father? And Mr.
Gangway? Amy can't see me, and she
won't know the difference. I just don't
want to meet any of the boys. Now for
Mr. Harbeck's first, and won't I astonish
him!"
That might be, but then Tom Tracy did
not exactly know the doctor.

CHAPTER XI.
TOM'S NEW RIGGING.

-To:r.r had an idea that his new clothes not
only made him well dressed, but that they
gave him the air of a man of business. He
felt that he had very important business
upon his hands, and he walked fast. Perhaps he learned something more about how
he looked after he reached Dr. Harbeck 's
office, and stood, for a moment, with the
gray eyes of the great physician searching
him all over for symptoms of what he had
been doing with his money.
"Has it all gone?" asked the doctor,
drily. "Why didn't you follow my prescription? "
"I did," said Tom, blushing to his eyes.
"All that money is locked up. I haven't
spent a cent of it. But, doctor, that letter's
from Mr. Angus, at New London. I left him
on board the Rover."
The letter which Tom handed to the doctor seemed to come open in his hand as he
187
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took it, but he read it thoughtfully, and asi
he finished he remarked: "I'm glad he is
feeling better. He '11 be all right if he takes
{are of himself. Now, Tom, go ahead . Tell
me everything."
Tom was eager to do that. He told all
about the cruise of the Rover to begin with,
and he received quite a number of appreciative nods from the doctor as he went a1ong,
but when he had finished an that and had
explained the mystery of the new suit of
clothes he sudden1y struck into an a1together different subject.
"Doctor," he said, "do you know how to
cure a b1ind girl? If you do, I '11 give you
back that hundred do11ars for curing her."
There came into the doctor's face a sudden
flush and Bash of interest.
"Blind girl?" he said. "Tell me all you
know about her."
Tom tried hard to do so, and the doctor
helped him with a curious lot of questions.
Her fondness for music, and how she p1ayed
the piano, and how she wanted to hear
more, and how she remembered old days,
and how she walked around her room. Tom
told it all, and then Dr. Harbeck a1most
shut his eyes while he remarked:
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"She notes a difference between day and
night. Music. Light. Not total blindness.
Tom, I don't believe I can cure that girl,
but I'll try. I must see her, but I don't
want her to know I see her or what I see

"BLIND GmL? TELL MR ALL YOU KNOW ABOUT HER.''

her for. I won't come to her house. Next
week, Thursday evening, there's to be a
concert of instrumen tal and vocal music at
the Grand opera house. I '11 send you
tickets. Bring her there. There will be a
glare of light. I will tell you then what l
want you to do next. Go along, now."
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Tom went out of the house with a b~ating
at his heart, for he had done much more
than he had expecte d to do, and it had
stirred him up so that . he had forgott en all
about his new suit or how he looked in it.
"Now for the other errands ," he said to
himself, aloud, and on he went down town.
He was just going into the Austra1 ian build.
ing when he heard a voice behind him:
"Just got back from Chiny? 0, but, isn't
he a swell! Oh, m y !"
"I can't stop now, Gap," said Tom. "I '11
see you by and by."
"Why didn't you get a fan and an
umbrel la?" shouted Gap, but Tom was
hurryin g in, and in a momen t more he was
at Mr. Gangw ay's desk.
"This way, Tom. Don't speak," said the
specula tor, as he arose and led the way into
a corner of the room.
"That' s from him," said Tom, deliver ing
the letter from Mr. Angus.
"Don't say a word. Don't mentio n his
name," said Mr. Gangw ay, as he to :·e open
the envelop e.
He read the letter quickly enough , and
then, with a very red face, he counte d teu
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of gold yellow paperwhich he found in
the same envelope.
"That's where they were, is it?" he muttered . "I must have put them there myself.
I don't see how I conld have done it and
not have known it, but here they are. Beckwith is all right and so is old Cruden. Tom,
this thing is all explained. Don't say anything. Don't answer anybody's questions.
Come here to-morrow morning. Remember
that you don't know where Mr. Angus is,
nor where you've been, nor vvhat you've
been doing.
"All right, Mr. Gangway," said Tom, and
out he went, feeling a little older and larger
for having so much secret to keep.
He had other errands to do before he could
go home, but he was getting very eager to
see his mother. For her part, Tom had
seemed to her a kind of lost boy ever since
Saturday evening. Never before had he
been away from her so long, and now she
could not even guess where he might be.
Somehow or other, however, the more she
thought of him the more earnest she became
in her purposes concerning Amy Cathcart.
''Grandmother?" she said to herself.

192

THE YOUNG FINANCIER

''Humph! What that poor child needs is a
mother! I '11 go right to see her."
When she went for the key, she found the
peanut business too brisk for any long talk
with Mrs. Cathcart, and she really did not
care to have any.
"Amy!" she thought, as she took the key
and walked on. "There, all alone, in prison
all day. Poor child! I wish she belonged
to me. I'm going to see her, anyhow."
It was very much as if Amy had been
waiting for somebody to come. When Mrs.
Tracy got there and unlocked the door and
opened it, there stood the blind girl holding
out her hands.
"It isn't Tom," she said, "I know hi8
step on the stairs. H's you-"
"Tom's away,'' said Mrs. Tracy. " He
didn't get home. I've come to take you
with me, to stay all day. I've seen your
grandmother.''
Amy found herself swept into a great,
motherly hug, so tightly that all she had
breath to say was, "Wherehas Tom gone?"
"He's a lubber ! " screamed Crib. "Port!
Port! P eanu ts ! Hurrah!"
~1 rs . Tracy told all there was to tell, while
she was packing a large basket with selec-.
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tions from the things which Mrs. C<ithcart
had left out for her. All thewhilethere was
a stream of noisy criticisms from Crib, but
at l~st all was ready, including Amy, and
she and Mrs. Tracy were on their way to .
the Probus building.
It was all like a dream to the blind girl,
and Mrs. Tracy herself said that, what
between her and the big basket, it was
about the most remarkable walk she had
ever taken. Amy clung pretty closely to her
in the street, and could hardly be maJe to
answer yes or no, but that was nothing to
the way in which she held her breath and
hugged Mrs. Tracy's arm while they were
going up in the elevator.
The women Mrs. Tracy had spoken to on
Sunday must have talked about it afterward, for there were several of them at dinner that day, in the ninth story of the Probus building. One of them, more thoughtful upon that point, because she had been a
milliner, had brought along a pair of hats
which could be trimmed over, she said, and
made every bit as good as new.
It was almost a terrible kind of time for
poor Amy. She was measured and meas.
ured, and the stuffs the old dresses were
13
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made of were turned 9ver and over, and
were discus sed and criticis ed, ever so long,
until at last there sudden ly came a sound
as of the quick rippin g of a seam, and actual
work had begun . The whole party of volunteer s, dressm akers and milline rs, were
entirel y absorb ed in this work, when Amy
sudden ly stood erect and listene d, as if sbe
had heard somet hing which they had not,
and in anothe r mome nt the door opened .
"Tom !" scream ed Mrs. Tracy . "0 Tom ,
where have you been ? "
She had no chance to say anoth er word
at _once, for Tom was in as great a hurry to
kiss his mothe r as she was to kiss him.
Then she held him out at arm's length to
look ~t him, and again she asked: "Wher e
have you been? What does this mean? "
"I've been at s ~ a, mothe r," he whisp e1·ed,
with a quick glance aroun d him, and she
was just whisp ering back: "Oh! I understand! Busine ss," when Amy touche d his
arm.
"It's new," she said. ''It's anoth er coat.
How nice it feels!"
"Yes, Amy," he replied , ''it's all new, but
[must go, now."
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"OTo m," she exclaim ed, "I'm so glad
you got back safe! Your mothe r was so
afraid -"
"I'm all right, " said Tom. "I'm comin g
to see you pretty soon. Mothe r, I've got
to hurry off. I'll come back."
And out he dashed , for a rain of inquir ies
had begun . Every one of those women
knew him, and they had all heen astoni shed
at his new clothe s, his watch and chain, and
his cane. So had his mothe r, wisely as she
had held her tongue , and so was his father
when Tom met him in one of the corrid ors
of the Probu s buildin g.
"I just want to see you, father ,'' began
Tom.
"Who paid for those things , Tom," said
Mr. Tracy , eyeing his son from head to foot.
"YOU didn't ? "
"No , I I:>o-uess not ' " said Tom·, "but I've
got to tell you a good deal this time."
"Go ahead, Tom," said his father , "but
look out what you say."
He put his thumb s into the armho les of
his vest and looked at his son with a glow
of pride and exulta tion on his face, while
Tom told a bout the voyag e of the Rover .
He g ot as far as his meetin g Mr. Angus , but
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there the prim janito r sudden ly stoppe d
him.
"Hold on, Tom! " heexcl aimed . "I don't
want to know his busine ss. It isn't mine
to know. Don't tell."

"GO AHEAD, TOM, BUT LOOK OUT WHAT YOU SAY."

"That 's a fact," said Tom, "and Mr. Gangway cautio ned me-"
"Shut right up, Tom," said his father .
"I'm bringi ng you up. A boy that can't be
trusted not to know anythi ng isn't worth
a cent."
Tom fully agreed with him, but he had to
hear more about the nice point of honor his
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father was trying to teach him, so that he
might grow up fit to be trusted with keys
and offices and important ·doors and safes.
At the end of it Tom felt almost as proud as
did his father, over the confidence already
reposed in him, and he walked off to see
what he could do with himself until tea
time.
It waR well for the women in his mother's
parlor that they had something to busy
them, so sure were they all that there was a
secret of some kind connected with Tom
Tracy's absence, and his sudden return, and
his wonderfully fine clothes. They may even
have worked harder over Amy's hats ancl
dresses, but they were worried about it,
until finally Tom himself came in again and
all work stopped at once. That was not
the worst of it, for he now felt at liberty to
tell them that he had been out at sea in a
yacht. He told about the storm, too, and
bis mother came and put her arm around
him, and Amy came and sat down by him ,
and all the visitors put a way their sewing
and departed, one by one, p~infully sure
that Tom had had twice as much more to
tell, if he would only have told it.
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"Tom," said his mother, "you can take
Amy home. She's got to get supper ready
for her grandmother. She's going to be
dressed real nicely, and she's got a new hat
ready to wear home."
That brought out something about the
concert, but not a word of Dr. Harbeck that
Amy was permitted to hear. That part of
it was explained to Mrs. Tracy in a whisper,
in the kitchen, and it seemed to excite her
even more than the story of the storm, for
the storm was over, and Tom was safe, but
Dr. Harbeck and the concert were yet to
come.
If Tom had been a ware that be was well
dressed, ever since he put on his new suit, he
knew it twice as well while he was walking
home with Amy, but all she seemed to know
anything about was the danger he had been
in, and, after that, the wonderful idea of the
concert.
Gap Cruden went to bed half an hour
earlier than usual that evening. He had
almost seemed to lose his interest in York
and Boston. It was all because of Tom
Tracy's blue suit and watch and chain, and
Gap went to sleep thinking how nice it
woul<l be to have a watch ticking, or to
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wake up in the morning and see it hanging
there and know at once if it were time to
get up.
Tom Tracy himself looked at his watch a
number of times in the course of the evening. and his mother admired it exceedingly,
but his father was even more interested in
making him write out an account of the
way he had spent Mr. Angus' money.
Amy Cathcart's evening was in a sort of
new world, and there was a notable change
even in her grandmother. The old lady
examined the new hat again and again, and
between each look and the next she had a
time of sitting down and thinking, while
Crib screeched his extreme dislike of that
bit of millinery.
Perhaps there was less anxiety in several
places that night to keep people awake, but
the next morning came as usual. Precisely
at ten o'clock, as ordered, Tom Tracy
walked into Mr. Ga ngway"s office, and he
found that gentleman sitting alone.
"Tom," said Mr. Gangway, "where were
you brought up?"
"Right here," said Tom. "My father's
janitor of the Probus building."
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" I see, I see,'' said Mr. Gangway. "You
went to this kind of school. Here's where
y ou learned how to keep your eyes open
a nd your mouth shut ."
"Father says a boy that can't, isn't
worth a cent," replied Tom.
"He's right," said Mr. Gangway. "Now,
I '11 pay you for this trip."
"I guess not," said Tom. ''I've been
paid once. Mr. Angus ma de me dress up,
and he paid for it, and I've some of his
money left. You ought not to payme while
11e does."
"Right aga in," said Mr. Gangway. "Now
y ou've to make another trip, and this, too,
is for him. That is, it's for him and me
both. Buy one of those alligator-leather
gripsacks to carry your things in."
"Yes, sir, I will ," said Tom, and then he
shut his mouth ha rd, so as not to let out
one of a lot of questions that were tumbling around in it, trying very hard to
speak.
"I 'll have ever y thing readyfor y ou at five
o'clock," said Mr. Ga ngway, ju.st as if he
')Upposed Tom h a d a lready been told agreat .
<leal by Mr. Ang us. " You a re to take the
night train for Boston, and be w aiting on
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the wharf when the Rover runs m. Mr.
Angus doesn't mean to come ashore there
or to see anybody. Have a boat ready to
put you on board. Buy all the Boston
morning papers to take to him, and any
others you can get."
"I understand, " said Tom, trying desperately to appear cool and easy.
"Come here at five," said Mr. Gangway.
"Say nothing to anybody.''
Tom's bead did not seem to him to be
clear, after that, until he found himself
carrying a neat, alligator-lea ther traveling
bag that he had bought. His first errand
was to find his father.
"Father," he said, when they met, "I'm
off again. It's another long errand."
''Stop right there," said Mr. Tracy.
''Remember what I've taught you. I hope
it '11 be a good trip. Go and tell your
mother. Learn all you can while you 're
gone. Show 'em that you 're to be trusted.
Honor bright!"
He looked proud enough, just then, but
Tom felt at liberty to say:
"It's to Boston and back, father."
"Go ahead, Tom," said Mr. Tracy .
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''That's all I want to know. I can trust
you myself! Ahem."
He turned right away, then, walking very
straight, and Tom.went to see his mother
with a strong feeling growing within him
that of all things in the world it was the
best and proudest to feel that he could be
trusted.
Mrs. Tracy was hardly as well pleased at
first as her husband had been, but she
became better and better reconciled to her
son's new errand the more she talked about
it, and then she had a great deal to tell him
about Boston.
''I'm going to Amy's this afternoon," sh e
said, "to try on her first new dress. I '11 tel I
her why you don't come."
"Mother," said Tom, "when you go, I '11
go along. I won't stay but a minute." .
"You can go," said Mrs. Tracy, "and you
can carry my bundles. There's another hat
almost done, and a white dress that's going
to be nice enough for her to wear at the
concert."
"Won't that be splendid!" said Tom.
Dinner-time came, and, not lo ng afterward, Tom and his mother, with her friend
Miss Higbee, who had made the new hats,
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were standing by Mrs. Cathcart's peanut.
stand, asking for the key. A gentleman,
who was passing by, stopped suddenly and
beckoned Tom.
''You rem em her me? '' he asked .
"Guess I do," said Tom. "You 're Judge
Carpenter, Mr. Angus' lawyer."
"And you are Tom Tracy," said the
judge. "Isn't that your mother? What
name did you call the woman that keeps the
peanut-stand?"
''That's my mother," said Tom. "The
old lady is Mrs. Cathcart."
"Where does she live?" asked the sharpfaced lawyer. "Do you know anything
about her?"
"Corner of Garnet and Burgoyne streets,"
said Tom. "She was born there."
Just then he saw on Judge Carpenter's
face a strange expression of triumph.
''Found them, have I?" he exclaimed.
"Mr. Angus ought to know at once. I wish
I could see him, or send word to him, but
he's out at sea. A way out-"
"If it's anything he ought to know," said
Tom, "I can take it right to him."
''Hurrah!" exclaimed the lawyer, with a
quick, chopped-off laugh. "Oh, my soul!
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Three cheers! Now, Tom, are you gomg
right off?"
"To-night," said Tom .
"Come to my office, then, before you go,"
said the lawyer. ''I '11 have some papers
ready. I sha'n't a sk you where he is. In
fact, I've really got to be able to say th a t I
don 't know."
"I wouldn't t ell y ou," said Tom. "But
I '11 come for the papers. Mother's calling
me-"
"Of course you wouldn't tell," he heard
the lawyer say, "unless you wanted to lose
your place; but if this isn't going to be a
big piece of business! ~ '

CHAP TER XII.
A LONG ERRAND FOR TOM.

CATHCART had not seemed inclined
to sa y much a bout either milline ry or dressmaking to her grandd aug hter'sla dyfrien ds,
but she h a d given them the key. As soon a s
Tom finished his talk with Judge Carpen ter
an<l came back to them, therefo re, they were
r eady to go on "vith their errand.
Miss Higbee was every inch as much
excited about it as was either Tom or his
mother , and th ey all walked pretty rapidly .
"When they reached what Mrs. Tracy called
"Amy' s prison " and opened it, Amy, too,
appeared to be excited . Perhap s, too, she
was a wed b y the presence of Miss Higbee,
and she had very little to say while Torn
w as there, but Crib made up for it. Tom
was talking with him when his mother
came and told him it was time for him
to go.
If Tom had wonder ed why a gentlem an
like Judge Carpen ter should ask questio ns
MRS.
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abou t a poor old wom anlik e Mrs. Cath cart,
she herse lf was even aston ishea at the way
in which the lawy er boug ht good s of her.
He knew her name , too, and he knew wher e
she lived, and that she was born there , and
he talke d all the time.
"Ora nges ? Yes," he said. "Hal f a dozen .
Pint of pean uts. They 're charg ing too
much rent for room s in those old house s.
Half a dozen bana n as-"
"I don' t pay any rent, and I won 't/' she
said . "I've a perfe ct right to live there .
My g .. andc laugh ter's title to that place is as
good as anyb ody's . I guess nobo dy owns
it, if we don't . I won' t pay a cent. "
"Giv e me anoth er pint of pean uts," said
the lawy er. "I woul dn't pay a cent, if I
were you. Ever y soul of 'em ough t to pay
y ou, inste ad of you payin g them . I know
how it is. I know all abou t it, Mrs. Cath cart. You 're an injur ed wom an."
"Tha t's what I am,'' she said, "and I'm
glad. you know -" and then she went on
a nd he went on, and every thing she told
him he told her back again , with more adde d
to it, and when .at last he walk ed away , his
coat- tail pock ets were stick ing out with
fruit and pean uts and confe ction ery. He
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said to himself: "It's the best day's work
I've done in a long time. It'll be a goocl
thing for her, too, and for her granddaugh·
ter. Blind, eh? Sorry for that. Now I
must see Tom Tracy and get all he knows."

"IT'S THB BBST DAY'S WORK I've DONB IN A LONG TIMB.''

Whether or not to tell anything at all
about the Cathcarts was already a puzzle
in Tom's mind, and it was not rooted out .i n
a brief talk he had with Judge Carpenter,
when he got to that gentleman's office.
He was surprised at how much the lawyer
already knew, as well as at the size of the
package of papers he gave him to put into
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his gripsack. There was little r oom for
more in that bag after Mrs. Tracy had pnt
in the shirts, collars, a:-id things she deemed
needful for a trip to Boston, and the sandwiches and other provisions she believed he
would eat on the way.
A little before five o'clock he almost
startled her.
"Mother," he said, suddenly, "now for
Mr. Gangway's errand. I'm off!"
It was hard to let him go, but he went.
That Tuesday was a peculiar day for Gap
Cruden, for he woke up thinking of Tom
Tracy's new suit and watch and chain, and
of how to get something like them for himself. York and Boston danced and yelped
about him in vain, for he gave them nothing
but their breakfast, and they had never
before seen Gap do so much brushing. His
hair, clothes, shoes, got it in turn, and he
tied his necktie three times. He did his
morning erranrls promptly, and he was in
the office of Strong & Bullard earlier than
even the bookkeeper. All day long he dashed
around like the best office-boy in New York,
and he felt pretty sure of a brilliant future
until about three o'clock. At that hour he
flaw another boy, of about his age or older,
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coming out of old Mr. Strong's private
room, and in a moment more he was himself co.lled in for a short talk with the head
of the firm. It was a conversation which
end ed with:
'' Well, Cruden, you can refer to me. You
have your faults, but you are a good boy.
Eat too many peanuts; don't get back
a s quick as you might; talk too much;
leave orange peels on the floor. Well, well,
I '11 give you a good character. Good-bye,
Gap."
"I don't want to go home and tell
father," groaned Gap, as he slowly walked
out of the office, after the bookkeeper had
paid him a week's wages. ''Old Strong is
wrong about the orange peel. Some of the
customers did that. "I don't think I eat
too many peanuts, but I '11 break off. Anyhow, I '11 watch the shucks."
It seemed a gloomy day, in spite of the
bright July sunshine, and all that part uf
the city seemed gloomy to Gap, as he
walked around in it, but at last he found
himself in front of the Australian building,
almost without intending it.
" Hello, Gap," he heard behind him.
" What's the matter?"
14
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"Tom," said Gap, "I wish I was gomg
to China."
Tom understood that something awful
had happened, and hi s next questions were
so full of boyish sympathy that Gap told
him just how it was.
"You're always kind o' lucky," said Gap,
"but I kind o' slip up. Don't you know of
a place? There's more boys!"
Tom knew that. Twenty boys for every
~oo d place. He felt badly for Ga p.
"You pitch in and hunt for one," he said,
''and I '11 speak to father. He knows everybody. I won 't be gone but a day or two."
"It's the worst kind of luck," said Gap.
"I've got to go," and Gap sawTom dash
into the building.
"That's the way he always does," said
Gap.
Mr. Gangway was sitting behind his desk
w h~n Tom came in.
"All ready," he said in a low voice.
" There, put that into your sack. Don't let
it go out of your hand . Get right out. I
wish I had an errand boy. We've had to
clischarge those two monkeys."
"Gap Cruden:" said Tom. "His father·~
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janitor of this building. He's outside, now
Shall I send him in?"
"Send him right in," said Mr. Gangway .
"I '11 find out about him."
Tom and his sack were out where Gap
could see them again with a quickness tha i.
astonished him, and so did the news Tom
brought.
"Tom," said Gap, "I '11 go right in.
Where are you going? I won't tell."
"Gap," said Tom, "if l\!Ir. Gangway
heard you ask a fool question like that you
wouldn't stay in his office ten minutes. It's
a place where nobody knows anything."
"That's it," thought Gap, as he walked
in. "Did I ever ask too many questions?
I '11 never ask any more."
He did not feel like asking any when he
looked into the iron face of Mr. Rufu s
Gangway, and he did not have many to
answer. He was simply given an errancl to
do, a way up town, and was told to report
at eight o'clock next morning. He came
within a breath of asking what he was to
do next, but a flash of wisdom hit him in
time , and he was off at once.
"He might do," said Mr. Gangway. "Why,
he didn't even look around the room . It
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can't be that there are two boys like Torn
Tracy. Well, no; on the whole, I guess not.
Tom's been trained to it. That boy '11
amount to something if be keeps on. He
can shut his mouth like an oyster."
Tom himself had yet another thought
upon his mind, and it carried him, next, into
Dr. Harbeck's office.
"Just what I was wishing for," said th e
doctor, as he wrote on a slip of paper, after
Tom had told his errand. Then he put up
some powders and two small bottles, and
made a packet of them for Tom to take
with him.
''See me at once when you return," said
the doctor. "I've ordered tickets for the
concert. I 'm interes ' ed in that case."
"I'm glad of that," said Tom. "Now, I
mustn't miss the express train."
He did not. He even had time to spare ;
but Gap Cruden missed his supper, and he
was a hungry boy when he reached home,
after his first errand for Mr. Gangway. He
ha d something worse than hunger on his
mind, too, and he did not go at once for a
look at York a nd Boston. He even stood
still and said nothing, " .bile old Mr. Cruden
i;tood and looked at bim.
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"Where have you been, Gap?" he asked.
"What has made you so late?"
"I ain't at Strong & Bullard's any more,"
blurted out Gap. "I'm with Mr. Gang~
way."
"You don't say!" exclaimed his mother.
Then Gap had to sit still until she and his
father and Hannah and Jane had asked him
all the questions and said all the things that
belonged to his losing one place p.nd getting
another. Before they were done, however,
Mrs. Cruden had a pretty good supper ready
for Gap.
"He may eat this time," said Mr. Cruden,
sternly. "I did say he shouldn't, but he
may. He's got to be more punctil. I '11 do
my duty by him; so will Mr. Gangway.
He's got his place on my account. It's
because I guarded that safe-"
"And saved him that hundred thousand
dollars," said Mrs. Cruden, triumphantl y,
for they had heard of its recovery that day.
"I felt sure,'' said Hannah, "that something would come out of that for Gap."
"So did I," said Jane, but neither she nor
any of the others explained why.
Tom Tracy slept pretty well that night
in a berth in a rail way sleeping-car, hug-
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ging his precious alligator-leather bag, but
he was awakened before daylight by the
conductor, with a shoulder-shake and the
word, "Boston!"
"Boston?" replied Tom, and he was up
a nd ready when the train rolled into the
· rail way depot.
He walked out of that very wide awake,
but under a curious impression that anybody entering Boston would see the Bunker
Hill monument and Faneuil Hall right
away.
It was yet too dark to see anything very
clearly, and all he could do was to go to a
hotel and wait until breakfast-time. Even
before he at.e anything , however, he surprised the man who k ept the hotel new sstand. It was not often that one boy
bought all the morning papers and a lot of
other new spapers, and not one story
paper.
"I guess Mr. Angus doesn't want any
s tories, " thought Tom, "but I '11 take him ·
everything else."
That was probably correct, but his first
thought after breakfast had an error in it.
"I guess a fellow that can find his way
around New York can find his way around
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Boston," he remarked, as he got into what
he supposed to be thedghtstreet car. "Now
for the harbor!"
That was his error, and he tried six different car lines, and walked, and asked any
number of questions, and got tired and hot
and anxious before he saw anything that
looked like a harbor.
At last he went down a street, at the end
of which, through a kind of narrow twist
in the buildings, he saw a patch of water.
"That's it," he shouted, "I was almost
beginning to think there wasn't any."
A very long pier reached out into the
water, and Tom's breath came and went
faster as he walked out to the end of it, for
it was now nearly ten o'clock, and he began
to feel as if he were getting to business
behind time. Ships, steamers, lighters, tugboats along the wharves, coming, going,
business driving, bustle, work in all directions-how should he hope to find the
Rover?
He stood at the very end of the pier, looking seaward, and the more he looked the
more despairing he felt.
"She might be anywhere," he said," miles
and miles away, just as if she were some-
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where around New York, and I didn't know
where."
He had hardly calculate d that if he was
looking for the Rover, she might also be
looking for him. He had just noticed a
rowboa t with a man in it, close at hand,
when he was startled all over.

TOM GOING OUT ·TO THB ROVBR,

"There she is!" he shouted . "Hello,
boat! Mister! I '11 give · you a dollar to
put me aboard of that yacht."
l'here she was, slipping along slo~ly,
gracefull y, and a man on deck was looking
along the shore with a glass.
" You don't say!,, . he exclaime d . "Mr.
Angus, here comes Tom Tracy."
Tom was coming, and the hardest work
he ever did was to keep cool and look cool
when he shook hands with the ~aptain on
the deck of the Rover.
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"We'v e had a splendi d run," said the
captain . "Mr. Angus has gone below. Go
right along down."
Tom went, and by a table in the cabin sat
the man of too much money.
"How d'ye do, Tom?" he said. "Sit
down. Show me what you've got. I'm
listenin g."
Tom began to open his bag, and at the
same time to tell his story.
"Don' t leave out anythin g," said Mr.
Angus, as he opened tbe envelop es, and then
he pulled a bell-cor d, and down came Captain Andrew s.
"Put to sea," said Mr. Angus. "It '11
take me all day to clear up these things.
Now I've got the nevvspa pers, we needn' t
send ashore. Get out of the harbor as
quick as you can. Go ahead, Tom." So
Tom went ahead with his story, and all the
while the Rover was flitting a way seawar d.
It was about two hours before Tom
boar<lt!d her that Gap Cruden , in New York,
again entered the office of Mr. Rufus Gangway. The one clerk already there nodded
to him, but said nothin g. When Mr.
Beckwi th, the bookke eper, came in, he, too,
nodded and said nothing , but opened the
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safe, took out books and papers, ancl went
to work. If it had been at Strong &
Bullard's, Gap would surely have said something. He might even liave been eating
peanuts to pass away the time. He did
catch himself wishing that he had York and
Boston for company, but just then Mr.
Beckwith set him to copying letters, and he
felt proud enough that he knew how to
work a copy-pres s. Even while doing it,
however, he had to bite his tongue to keep
it from telling Mr. Beckwith how he had
done his errand of the previous evening, and
again to keep from asking when Mr. Gangway would come in.
"Tom Tracy wouldn't peep," said Gap to
himself, and he kept still.
Mr. Gangway came ai: last, and Gap overheard a little of what Mr. Beckwith said to
him, at his desk.
"Was he on time?" asked Mr. Gangway .
"Here when I came," said Mr. Beckwith.
"Takes right hold. Hasn't said a word.
Mighty spry."
"Perhaps he 'II do. Gap!"
If ever Gap tried to put a story into few
words, it was in telling his errand then.
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"That'll <lo," said Mr.Gangwa y. "How
much did Strong & Bullard give you?"
"Five dollars a week," said Gap.
"Six, then, here," said Mr. Gangway, "but
look sharp. No nonsense about this office.
Mr. Beckwith wants you."
Gap turned to the bookkeeper, and all he
knew of errand-runn ing had to be called
up, in order to obey that man's rapid
instructions . It was very hard not to ask
how he was to do this thing, and where he
was to find that man, and if that firm had
not moved, but Gap set his teeth and got
away in silence. His first errand carried
him past Mrs. Cathcart's peanut-stan d, and
he was an old customer of hers. He could
smell some freshly roasted peanuts, but be
went right by them without stopping.
They had been too much temptation for a
tall gentleman with a very sharp face. He
was buying a whole quart at once. Gap
did not know who he was , but Mrs. Cathcart seemed to know him.
" Some of the biggest men on Wall street
eat peanuts," said Gap, to himself, with an
Injured air.
''No, Mr. Carpenter," Mi·s. Cathcart said,
just then, "there isn't any doubt about it.

220

THE YOUNG l?INANCIER

I can show you all the papers. Amy's the
only living soul belonging to that family,
and her grandfath er owned it all. I can
prove it."
''So can I, Mrs. Cathcart, " said Mr. Carpenter. "I '11 come, some evening, and show
you my papers, if you'd like to see them. It
occurred to me that you might like to look
at them. I've some that were signed b.r
your husband."
"I don't half believe he did," she said.
"Just you bring them and let me see them.
No living soul besides myself knows what
you've been telling me, and I 'cl like to know
how you ever came to know it. You come
and let me see those papers. I '11 show you
some you never saw."
He finished his talk with her and walked
slowly away, eating peanuts and throwing
the shucks on the sidewalk as if he had been
an office-boy out of a place, but he was saying to himself: "That's about all Angus
needs. If we can get hold of that property,
through her an<l her granddau ghter, we can
buy off everybody else, and we can put a
building on it as big as a fort! "

CHA PTER XIII.
THE BLIND GffiL AND THE MUSIC .

AT the very hour when Judg e Carp enter
was maki ng such extra ordin ary r emar ks
a bout Mrs. Cath cart and her grand daug hter and the house they lived in, Mr. Angu s,
down in the cabin of the Rove r, was busil y
looki ng over the differ ent lots of pape rs
whic h Tom Trac y had brou ght him. Oddl y
enou gh, the mone y king also was think ing
o f the old pean ut wom an and of the blind
girl and of the ricke ty, dingy , worn -out old
build ings at the corne r of Garn et and Burgoyn e stree ts. He finish ed all the paper s.
at last, and put them aside , and opene d the
little parce l sent by Dr. Har beck.
"Tom ," he said, as he unco rked a bottl e
of medic ine, "who told you to see him? "
"You did , sir, " replie d Tom . "You sent
me there . Of cours e, I w ent for his
ans\\ ·er."
. "You 're right !" said Mr. Angus-. ' ~ I like
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that. I guess you can do an errantl. - Now
for Rufe Ga ngway's reports. "
__,...,
Tom sat still while the money king read
them, and while he penciled figures on a
piece of pa per.
"I think I won't read the news now,"
said Mr. Angus, at last. "I must see the
captain, though. Come along, Tom."
They went up on deck, and Tom was
beginnin g to feel vastly better acquain ted
with his somewh at grim and silent
employe r, into whose services he had drifted,
he hardly knew how. Mr. Angus chatted
for a minute with the captain, and then he
left T om to play pa ssenger once more, while
he himself went down into the cabin again
to disobey Dr. H a rbeck by plunging into
business at his desk in the cabin.
Tom Tra cy had n ot been kidnapp ed this
time, and t here was no prospect of a storm
to interfere with the splendid sail he was
having. He felt better , too, about his
mother and the state of her mind during
his absence. H e had an astonish ment at
the dinner table, ho wever. Not that it was
so fine a dinner, but that Mr. Angus talked
to him about Amy, and her blindnes s, and
her grandm other, and · the house they lived
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in, and the way they lived, and seemed to
........:::::=:"'-- {ea deep interest in them. He even said
he would write to Dr. Harbeck about Amy,
and added: "We'll put you ashore to-morrow, Tom, and yon needn't miss the concert. I can guess why Harbeck wants her
to go."
That was more than Tom could do; but
after a grand day at sea be slept when night
came in the same stateroo m he had been
pitched around in by the storm. When
morning came, and he went up for another
look at the ocean, the sun was just rising,
brilliant ly. The view eastwar d was magnificent, but when Tom turned and looked
toward the west he felt a thrill all over him.
"That's North America ," he exclaime d.
" That's the way it looked to Columb us!"
"I guess he never saw that coast," said
Captain Andrews , near him," and we won't
see it any closer to-day unless the wind
changes. We 're trying to beat in so we can
put you ashore."
Tom could hardly feel badly over the pros.pect of another day at sea, and he said so,
but the change of wind came at last, and
the captain and Mr. Angus had their way,
but not SO· early as they had wished.

THE YOUNG FINANCIER

There were signs all that day that Mrs.
Tracy was getting a di slike for Boston, and
that she doubted Tom's safety in that place.
When evening came she had more to say
about it, and Mr. Tracy had to argue with
her. Still, he did not urge her to go to bed,
and he was lying asleep on the sofa as late
as ten o'clock, and she sat by the table sewing, ::i. nd stopping to listen.
"My dear!" she exclaimed, suddenly,
"that's the doorbell! Tom's come home!"
It rang three times before Mr. Tracy could
get away down stairs and raise the shutters, but even then Tom was not permitted
to report the whole of his Boston trip.
Some of it came out on the stairs, under cautions from his father, and very nearly all the
rest actually told itself when he met his
mother. The story ended with the fact that
he had already seen Dr. Harbeck.
"0 mother," he said, "he's a real good
fellow! Here are the concert tickets!"
'' I'm so glad her dress is done! "exclaimed
Mrs. Tracy. "She looks so pretty in it!"
"I guess Dr. Harbeck knows what he
wants her to go for," said Tom . "Mr.
Angus said he understood_it." .
"I d o n't, then," began Mr. Tracy.

" NOW GIVE ME HIS REPLY, " SAID THE LAWYER
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"Husb and," interru pted his wife, "you
and I must go, too, to take care of Tom and
Amy. I'd like some music."
"Of course, " said he. "It's busines s!"
Tom would have given someth ing just
then to have shown those tickets to Am y ,
but she was not thinkin g of him or of concerts. Late as it was, old Mrs. Cathca rt
sat by her table, and it was strewn with
written papers, and b eside her sat Judge
Carpen ter, ·readin g the mustie st and yellow est of th em. Behind them, on the so!a,
sat Amy, her sightles s eyes closed and a
drea my look upon her face.
"It makes me think so hard, to hear them
t alk," she said to herself. "I can think a
great deal. One face keeps coming and
coming , and there's anothe r face close by
it."
' 'Now, Mrs. Cathca rt," said the lawyer ,
" it 's time for me to go. As soon as Tom
gets back , I sh all know what to do. All
t he people in these houses must pay rent to
y ou , as soon as we can arrang e w ith
t hem."
" Not many of them can pay much rent. "
she said, " and I don't believe they do.' ~
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"All we want is for them to call you the
owner, whether they pay or not,'' said he.
"That's putting you in complete possession.
It's our point in the law." •
"I don't know anything about law," she
said, with energy. "It was some lawyers
that robbed my husband, and they were
robbing Amy's father when he died, and her
mother, too, and so Amy and I are poor."
"You and she won't be poor one of these
days," said Judge Carpenter; "but it's a
good thing you kept on living here, right
along, and sticking to it."
He put all the papers into a leather case
that he carried, and made just noise enough
in walking out to be called a "lubber" by
Crib.
Gap Cruden began the next day a little
nervously. Jane and Hannah found fault
with him because he refused to run out and
do some errands for them. Although . he
was ahead of time in Mr. Gangway's office,
the clerks and then Mr. Beckwith came in,
looking sour and gloomy. Then Mr. Gangway came in, looking gloomier still, and sat
down without a word or. nod to Gap.
"I haven't done a thing wtong," Gap
was thinking, mournfully, when he suddenly
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added : "Hello ! Here's T om back agam.
He's always in luck."
Mr. Gangw ay's face brighte ned up, and
so did that of Mr. Beckw ith. They may
have been anxiou s about Tom, but before
Gap could ask him where he had been, the
bookke eper hurried him off on an errand.
"Good- mornin g, Tom!" said Mr. Gangway, as his hand went out for the sealed
envelop e Tom delivered to him. "I was
just waiting for this. Glad it's come. Did
you go out to sea again? Have a good
time?"
. "Yes, sir, I did," said Tom, "and I've got
some other errands to do."
' ' Go rig ht along and do them," said Mr.
Gangw ay, "and look in here again at the
close of the day. I must rush things,
myself !"
Not many minute s later, Tom was sitting
in a n a r mchair , trying to get over the queer
feeling of awe that came to him when he
went into the somber , dingy, almost gloomy
set of rooms in which Judge Carpen ter did
his la w busines s.
"The walls are all books," said Tom to
himself. "Book s on the floor- stacks of
papers- "
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"Tom,1' said the lawyer, sharply, looking
up from a document he was reading, "now
give me his reply."
Tom handed him a pretty thick parcel,
and it came open quickly, even nervously .
" Hurrah!" exclaimed Judge Carpenter .
"I knew he'd do it! All right! Tom, I was
with Mrs. Cathcart last evening. It's all
settled. We 're going ahead. I'm glad
about Harbeck and the concert. She '11 like
the music, anyhow. I 'II go myself. You
come in here to-morrow . We 're sure to pin
that Cathcart property. Go along, now."
Tom went out, worse puzzled than ever
as to what could be the secret of Judge Carpenter's interest and that of Mr. Angus, in a
blind girl and an old woman who sold peanuts. He had still two or three errands to
do, but it seemed to him that that was
about the longest day he bad ever known,
and it was hot, too. It made him feel
hotter, and it tired him to wait and to
think about the evening and the concert.
Supper time came, at last, and then there
was an hour of excitemen t and relief, for
Tom had to go nfter Amy. Mrs. Cathcart
came with them to the Probus building, to
see her granddau ghter dressed for the con-
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cert, but it was plain that there was some
thing more than that upon her mind. Sht!
had fixed herself a great deal, before leaving
home, while Crib called her all the good and
bad names he knew, and she walked as erect
as a prince all the way to the Probus build ing, but even after she got there she wns
grim and silent.
Miss Higbee and two other ladies had
also arrived, and they had Amy's new white
dress spread out for inspection , and Tom
was sent at once to his own room.
"It's just awful," he exclaimed , when he
shut his door behind him. "I've got to
wear gloves! I can stand it, but I'm glad
there '11 be a crowd ."
Amy had one advantag e that was all her
own. She could hear the women bustling
around and talking, but she could not see
their faces, or the excited manner in which
they pointed, and beckoned, and criticised.
"Pretty as a picture! " remarked Miss
Higbee.
'' Beautifol ! "said Mrs. Tracy.
"So like her mother!" almost burst from
the shut lips of old Mrs. Cathcart.
A my could not see the room she stood in,
nor the people in it, but, as she heard tha1
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exclamat~on,

it was just as if she could see,
in a kind of dream, a very different room,
half full of ladies, dressing with silks, and
laces, and flowers, and talking about it all.
One of them came and stooped to kiss her,
as if she were going away, and just then it
was all interrupted by Mrs. Tracy.
"Come in, Tom," she said. "We're all
ready. I am so· glad I had so much help!"
"Tom Tracy!" exclaimed Miss Higbee.
"What a tie! Crooked as it can be!"
There was a large stone in a ring on one
of Miss Higbee's fingers, and in the next
instant Tom thought she was crowding
that bit of shining rock right into his
throat. He choked a Ii ttle, .but he endured
it, for he was looking admiringly at Amy.
He <lid not try to think much after that.
He was a little dazed as to what was going
on until he, and his father, and mother, and
Amy, were all actually seated in a car of the
elevated railway on their way up town.
The opera house was reached in safety,
but Tom had failed to make Amy say much
on the way. Their tickets provided seats
for them in one part of the house, while
those obtained by Mr. and Mrs. Tracy were
numbered for another locality, and they
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were separated. It was already pretty
nearly full when they went in, and Tom felt
more sure that his gloves would not be
noticed. A very polite usher took charge of
Tom and Amy, and led them away down
the middle aisle toward the front. He had
become exceedingly polite after one glance
at Amy Cathcart's eyes.
"If she can't see I hope she can hear,"
said the usher to himself, as he led the way,
and a score or more of others, ladies and
gentlemen, murmured nearly the same thing
to each other, as they saw Amy clinging so
closely, timidly, to Tom Tracy. All of his
own bashfulness had vanished in a courageous feeling that he had somebody depending on him.
"She's blind!" he heard, in a whisper.
"Poor child! See her hand go out."
"How pretty she is! She must love
music."
There was something like a stir and a
ripple as he and Amy went along. Several
seats, secured by Dr. Harbeck, were turned
up and \vaiting, and the usher turned ·down
two for them, and in a moment more the
next seat to.Amy w:;is turned down;
"Amy," said Tom, "that's Dr. Harbeck,''

.
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Amy pm: out a hand to the doctor, but
she could hardly say a word.
''Amy," said the doctor, "this lady next
me is Miss Murray. She's very fond ol
tnusic."
He had more to say, and he said it almost
musically, so soft and kind was his voice.
So were those of Miss 1\!Iurray and of a tall
gentleman who sat next to her, but Tom
knew that they were experts from the great
hospital for the blind, and that they were
studying Amy's case. It was not deemed
well that she should know it that evening.
Tom had never before been in any place
that seemed as brilliant as was the opera
house. The lights were as yet turned low,
so that there was a half dimness, through
which came a continual ripple of fluttering
fans and suppressed voices. Tom described
everything to Amy; the seats, the people,
the galleries, the boxes, the drop curtain,
and Dr. Harbeck helped him.
The musicians of the orchestra filed into
their places, and there was a slight scraping
and tuning of fiddles. Tom could feel that
Amy was trembling all over at the moment
when all the lights flashed suddenly to their
brightest blaze. She gave a quick start and
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made a slight exclamation, and put hu
hands to her eyes, and Tom saw a brilliant
smile on the faces of Dr. Harbeck and his
friends. He heard them whisper to each
other, and he caught the words, "optic
nerve," ''temporary paralysis," "suspended
sensibility," and some others. Then he
heard Miss Murray add: "Beyond all
doubt this recovery has been gradual. It is
the work of natural forces, and can be perfected by treatment. All I am afraid of is a
blunder, a shock. We must say no more,
just now."
If a hundred people had been talking
around her, Amy Cathcart would not have
been aware of it, just then.
She was listening to a long, delicious,
wonderful story, told in music by the orchestra. She could not put it into words, but it
made her think, think, as she said to herself,
and instead of seeing the gay throng in the
opera house, she was remembering things
that she had forgotten, but which came
back to her as they floated upon the stream
of that sweet music. The people around
her were listening, more or less, but one
after another they turned, those of them
who could, and looked at the wrapt, silent,
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happy face of the blind girl. Tom Tracy
thought that he had never been so happy in
all his life, and he looked at Dr. Harbeck,
and was astonished to see how happy his
face was and Miss Murray's.
The orchestra finished the story in music,
the curtain rose, and a splendidly dressed
lady walked out upon the stage that Tom
was trying to describe to Amy. He also
tried to describe the lady, but he broke
down, just as a great storm of applause
died away and a hush followed.
"Tom," whispered Amy," it sounds like a
bird!"
"Yes, it does," said Tom, "it's the prima
donna," and Amy half arose and leaned forward, listening.
Everybody around them stared at her,
and Tom quietly drew her down into her
chair, while the exquisite melody of the
voice of the prima donna floated through
the air, and seemed to Amy to wander all
around her, so that she hardly dared to
breathe for fear of missing part of it.
"So beautiful, Tom,'' she said, as the last
notes died away and another storm of
applause arose from the delighted audience.

CHAPTER . XIV.
THE MIDNIGHT FmE.

last notes of the beautiful song died
away, and the prima donna seemed to Tom
Tracy to have floated off from the stage.
He told Amy that loads of bouquets were
thrown to her as she disappeared, and there
was a great roar of applause while the
orchestra helped it with noisy music which
Amy said she did not like.
After that the concert went on and there
were solos, and duets, and trios, and quartettes of singers, and there were remarkable
instrumental performances ; and Amy told
Tom she was afraid she should not be able
to remember any of it.
''Well, no," said Tom, "I guess you won't
remember it so that you could play it."
· Between the different performances there
were a number of short intervals, during
which Dr. Harbeck chatted with Amy, as if
he had known her all her life, until he got
up and went out, and Miss Murray slipped
THE
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quietly into his place. Tom was partkularly glad to have her do so, for it seemed to
him as if all the talk had gone out of him,
while there was a great plenty of it in Miss
Murray .
Right in the middle of the concert there
came a pretty long interval , and it hardly
surprise d Tom at all to see Judge Carpent er
get up and leave his own seat, two rods
away, and come over for a talk with Amy
Cathcar t. He talked in a way which made
Tom like him betterth an he ever had before.
He, too, went away when the music began
again, and not long afterwa rd M iss Murray and the other physicia n arose and w ent
out, and Tom and Amy were left to themselves.
Someho w or other the concert
seemed to them to be both long and short,
and they could hardly have told which it
had been when at last the curtain fell.
"Come, Amy," said Tom, "that's the end
of it; it's all over."
"I'm so glad it is," she said, with a very
long breath. "I don't want to think any
more, I'm so tired. I'm afraid none of the
music will ever come back to me, so I can
. play it."
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"I guess it won't," said Tom. • There's
too much of it." He helped her with her
light wrap, and led her out into the aisle,
and he hardly noticed how both ladies and
gentlemen made way for them. It seemed
to him to be altogether right and natural
for people to get out of Amy's way.
l\fr. and Mrs. Tracy were waiting for
them at the outer door.
"Tom," said bis mother, "Dr. Harbeck
has sent a carriage to take us home. He
says she must not have any more fatigue or
excitement to-night, and that you must
come and see him to-morrow."
"Now, mother," said Tom, "isn't he just
splendid?"
Mrs. Tracy nodded, but she was putting
her arm around Amy, as if she were afraid
of losing her in the crowd. She kept it there,
tightly, until they were all in the carriage
and on their way home.
It was a long ride, and it grew wearisome,
even with the concert to talk about, but at
last they were not a great distance from the
Probus building, and Mrs. Tracy said so,
as if Amy needed to be encouraged.
"Father," suddenly exclaimed Tom, putting his head out at his side of the car-
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_ri_age_, _"do you hear. that? -Look out. and
.s ee! . There's a fire!."
''That's _nothing ," · said Mr. Tracy.,
quietly. "We 're almost home, now. Here
we are," he added, as -he stepped out upon
the sidewalk . "Now, Tom, your mother
can go up-stairs . You can take Amy home.
I '11 stay down at the door to lift the shutters when you get back. I declare, there is
.a fire!"
"Father ," whispere d Tom, "it isn't far
from her house! "
"Keep still about it," said his father, in a
low voice. "She mustn' t-"
"Do.n't tell her," began Mrs. Tracy, butit
was too late. Amy must have heard something, for she sprang to her feet, exclaimi ng:
"Grandm other! Tom! Tom! I want to get
home!"
"Tom," said his mothet, "the sooner she
gets there the better. Now, Amy, nothing
is the matter. Everyth ing is all right.
_T om's going to take you right, straight
-home- "
"But the fire!" exclaime d Amy. ·
''That's nothing ," said Mr. Tracy, posi.tively. "There are fires all the while .
.pon't ;rou be worried about it."
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And then he said to Thomas, iri an. undertone that \V a s full of reproof: "Thomas,:
you ought-not to have said anything about
it,"so she could hear you . A boythat speaks
too quick isn't worth a cent."
The cluster of old-time buildings, some of
brick and some of wood, on the corner of
Garnet and Burg oyne street s, was shabby
enoug h, and rickety enough to entirely
justify the people who spoke of it as "an
old roohery." It looked as if the patched,
irreg ular structures leaned a gainst each
other as if they need ed to be held up. Whenever anybody asked \\.' ho owned that property he was likely to be told "it's in law."
Th a t meant that th e tit le to it had been so
long in dispute that it was hidden a way
am ong law-suits and cross-suits, and could
not easily be found. So the old buildings
had nobody to keep them in repair, and they
w ere · rotting and crumbling away. They
were a sort of eye-sore, and they were a
great hindrance to the growth and improvement of that neighborhood.
Mrs. Cathcart had not remained a.t the
Probus building that evening for a great
while after Amy and the others went away
to the concert. Neither had Miss Higbee
1-6
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and her friends. All that part of the city,
in fact, looked very much as if everybody
had gone home at the hour when the cry of
"Fire! Fire! Fire!" ran out along the
deserted streets.
In the daytime there would have been at
once a rush and a gatheringcrowd, but now
there was very little material left to make a
crowd out of, and the cry did not find many
voices to take it up and make it echo back
and forth among the tall, silent buildings.
In a few minutes more, a steam fire engine
came dashing along, its big, splendid horses
galloping furiously, and the smoke pouring
in black pnffs from its brazen chimney. At
a little distance behind it rattled a hosecart, and upon both machines were firemen
clinging like so many human bees in uniform. Clatter, clang, rattle, dash, another
and another engine came marlly plunging
along the streets, but as yet the only indication Tom could get at the Probus building
of the precise place of that fire vYere the
shouts, the directions taken by the engines,
and a cloud of smoke with a faint light of
fire that was thrown upon that cloud.
''I guess it must be pretty nigh," remarked
old Mrs. Cathcart, as she sat at her win·
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dow, waiting for Amy to come home. "They
put out fires mighty quick, nowadays, coni·
pared to how they let 'em burn when I was
a girl. I do wish that child would come.
She '11 be all tired to death. I don't know
about letting her go out in this way. That
there doctor! Well, I'm afraid it's of no
use!"
Several minutes went by, and all the while
the noise and confusion rapidly increased.
Then it seemed to come sweeping around
the corner into Garnet street, and Mrs.
Cathcart leaned out to look and listen.
"Is it as near as that?" she exclaimed.
Bang, bang, bang, at that moment tlnmdered the club of a policeman on the door of
her room, at the head of the stairs, while
he shouted: "Up! Get up! Get out! Open
the door! - Fire! Everybody get out of this
building!"
She drew in her head and hurried to open
the door.
''Pack up fast, madame," he said. "Nothing on earth can stop that :fire. These old
shells of buildings are a perfect tinder-box."
"Oh,dear!"sheexclaimed. "Amy! Amy!"
and then she said to the policeman: "The
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firer ··rs.:it in "the stable~ . or is it in the paint
sl1op? ·:Where is it?- ' ~ .
. t , ·01.·1 , .I{erosene, h ay, " h e sat"d . "It
. "p
. ··:a.in
burns like a match factory. Boys!" he
shouted down the stairs, "come on! Help
the old woman out! "
A.t that very instant a carriage came
rattling down Burgoyne street, and it was
halted by the police in full view of the puffing steam fire engines and the increas:ng
blaze.
"You can't get any nearer," said an
officer.
"Why, we've got to get there,"said Tom,
as he sprang out. "That's where she
lives."
"I '11 stay here," shouted the driver of the
carriage. "You can bring any of her folks
right here."
"Grandmot her!" screamed Amy. "She's
there alone! Tom!"
"Be still, Amy," said Tom. "Don't you
be frightened. She .iV on't be hurt."
~'Go right along and get her," said the
cool policeman . ' ' It's right good luck for
her that y0u 've got a carriage. The young
lady mustn't go."
~.
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''She's blind~'' gasped Tom. "Her grand.
mother lives in one of those hom:)es that are
burning."
"Blind!" cried the officer. "We11, we '11
answer for her safety, but she must stay
where she is. . Go and fetch the old woman.
Quick, now! It's all going like a flash.
Jump!"
"Amy," said Tom, "I must go and do all
I can. You stay here."
He was in more than a little doubt as to
whether he ought not to stay and take care
of her; but she decided for him.
"Grandmoth er! Grandmoth er!" she said.
"She '11 get burned! Go, Tom! Quick!"
Off he darted, and the next words she
uttered were heard only by the driver and
the officer, but both of them tried hard to
mah:e her feel sure that nobody was in any
danger of being burned up.
Poor Amy! Her beautiful evening of
music and song was ending mournfully.
·Here she was, all alone in~ carriage, in the
street, at nearly midnight, .while her home
was burnii1g down. ·.
There-was a tremendous amount of nois~
being made, and the fire -was brightening
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fiercely at the moment when Tom sprang
up the stairway and into the room.
"Mrs. Cathcart!" he shouted .
"Amy, where is she?" she screamed m
reply. "She ain't here, is she?"
"She's in the carriage," said Tom, "and
I've come after you. We can take a lot of
the trunks in it, too."
He hardly knew what she said next, for
he went to work at once. The policeman
and two other men had already accom plished something, catching up and carrying
down stairs boxes and furniture and trunks
and anything they could pick up.
"There!" Tom heard her say, as one
trunk went out, "that one's got all the
papers in it. I'm glad that's safe."
"Out! Out!'' shouted the officer. "Here
it comes! Kerosene! Fa ugh!"
The back windows were open, and at th at
moment a strong puff of wind came
through them, bringing with it a volume of
smoke, quickly followed by ang ry t o ngues
of fire. That part of the rookery had just
kinrlled, but it would surely hnrn like the
rest. Tom had been snatching up everything he could see that belonged particu..
larly to Amy, and he now made a loaded
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journey to the street, while Mrs. Cathcart
came clown behind the men who were carrying her last lot of trunks.
"The piano '11 have to go,'' said Tom,
regretfully, as he spning up stairs again.
"Come back!" shouted the nearest
officer. "You mustn't try it again. You '11
be stifled!"
He was too late with his warning for
Tom was already half way up, and in a
moment more he was in the room. He had
thought of one small trunk in the bed-room,
fu11 of things belonging to Amy, and he had
determined to rescue it. Twice he was
forced back from the door of that room by
strong puffs of smoke, but he was not to be
driven entirely from his purpose.
"I've got it!" he shouted at his third
rush. "Oh, my eyes! Phew!"
"Mew! Mew! Me-ew-ew ! " sounded at
his feet.
"~ome along, Whitey," he said, ash :
picked her up. ·•Now I '11 try and get ou1
Pete and Crib."
The parrot had been in a state of wild
excitement from the moment when his slumbers had been disturbed by the bang of the
policeman's club upon the door. He was
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sitting then upon his swinging perch over
the geraniums, and he began at once trying
to imitate the cries he heard. He did pretty
well with" Out," but not quite so well with
"fire." As the racket went on, he hooked
himself down among the geraniums, and
from under their cover he hurled out all the
hard words he knew in more languages than
one, including his own, native, parrot language.
Pete was quite as excited as was Crib,
and be was singing as if for dear life when
Tom reached up for his cage. He sent out
a long, piercing trill as he felt himself lifted
and then lowered, and he was answered by
an unearthly screech from Crib.
"Crib," said Tom, "I'm afraid I can't
carry you this trip."
"Luff! Luff! You lubber! " screeched
Crib, fiercely, with a frightened spread of
wings and an out-reaching beak. "Port!
Peanuts! Great Crib!"
"I'm loaded! Oh, that smoke!" said
Tom, as he swung the little trunk on one
'shoulder, gathered the kitten into his bosom,
and picked up 1 he canary.
The smoke was, indeed, blowing in f..triously through the back windows as To~
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made his way to the door. Down he went
into the street, to find Mrs. Cathcart trying
to break a way from an officer and come
after him.

(

I
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"OH, THAT SMOKB I"

"Tom!" she excl aimed, "oh, I 'm so glad
you got out! I was afraid we'd lost you,
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Dear me I Amy's trunk, and Pete, and the
kitten I"
"They 're all right," said Tom. "Now
I'm going to save old Crib."
"You 're not going up those stairs again,"
said the officer, quietly, but firmly. "Do
you hear that?"
Tom stood still and listened. In a
moment he understood what the policeman
meant, and it made him shudder all over.
What he heard was the roaring, crackling,
threatening so~nd of hot :flames driven by a
rising wind through the dry lumber of that
rookery. Nothing could stand before such
a fire-blast as tlrnt. The firemen had shown
good judgment in directing all their efforts
to the rescue of persons and the saving of
loose property. Almost everybody who
lived there had been sound asleep when the
fire broke out. After they were taken care
of, about all that could be hoped for was to
keep the fire from spreading to other and
more valuable buildings near by or adjuinmg.
"It's just a furnace!" said one fireman.
"It was about time all those old concerns
were either burned up or pulled down,"
remarked another.
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"Poor Crib!" exclaimed Mrs. Cathcart.
"And the piano! And all the rest of the fur~
niture! And it isn't insured! It's all got
to go!"
"I did just want to save him," said Tom,
"but I couldn't."
"Great Crib!" came a frantic scream
through the open window, and at that
moment therewasalarge explosion, a great,
red flash, a crash, and a still blacker volume
of smoke. That was followed by an increased roaring of \Vind, and the fire poured
out of the windows.
'' P 0 or Crib's gone!" said Mrs. Cathcart.
''Oh, I'm so glad you didn't go up stairs .
again!"
"It'd ha' been the last of him if he'd ha'
tried it on," said the officer who had held
Tom back.
"Come, hlrs. Cathcart," said Tom. "We
must get away. You and Amy are to come
to our house."
"I 's the best thing in the world she
wasn't here," exclaimed her grandmother,
excitedly. "Hurry! I want to see her
right away! She '11 be scared to death!"

CHAPTER XV.
THE NEW DAY.

fire had been as great a disaster to
scores of other people as it had to the Ca thcarts, and perhaps greater, but they had all
been helped as well as was possible. The
streets were littered in all directions with
the things which had been snatched up and
carried out, and Tom caught himself wondering whether anybody would ever be able
t o sa y whose anything might be in such a
higgledy-piggledy mix as that.
When he and Mrs. Cathcart came away
from Garnet street, she was carrying a
heavy valise in one hand, but she was too
much excited, and so was Tom, to notice
that she was lugging along in the other a
great basket of peanuts, oranges, and candy.
He had stuck to the little trunk and the
bird ca ge, but Pete was entirely silent, now,
while Whitey, in her fright, was digging her
sharp little claws clean through Tom's new
THE
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clothes and into him, and was mewing piti
fully.
Away around on Burgoyne street, at the
outer edge of the confusion, stood Dr. Harbeck's carriage, and back in a corner of it,
with her face against the side, cowered poor
Amy. Her eyes were tightly closed and she
was trembling from head to foot. It was
a11 so strange and terrible to a girl who had
lived so longin one place, of only two rooms,
and all in the dark. It seemed to her that
there was nothing but noise, noise, noise,
and she could not understand it at all. Suddenly there came in among the other sounds
one that was very pleasant to hear.
"Here we are, Amy!" shouted Tom, as he
came hurrying to the carriage.
"0 Amy!" exclaimed Mrs. Cathcart, at
the same moment, but she could not say
another word.
"Amy," added Tom, "we're all right.
I've got Pete here, and Whitey, but Crib's
burned up! Poor fellow!"
"Poor fellow! Poor Crib! Oh, I'm so
sorry! Oh, I'm so glad you've come!" said
the blind girl, and, as she reached out het
hands, Tom put the mewing, frightened kitten into them.
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She had something to take care of now,
and it seemed to do her good, for she was
very quiet while they load ed the carriage
with trunks and other things. Then Mrs.
Cathcart climbed in and put her arms
around her granddaughter, but then , she,
too, sat still, as if she were in a kind of
dream, and did not know what to make
of it.
"Probus building," shouted Tom to the
driver, as he sprang in, but it was not until
just before they got there that Amy lifted
her head from 1\frs. Cathcart's shoulder and
. said to him: "Tom, Isa w the fire!"
"Did you?" exclaimed Tom. "I must see
Dr. Harbeck! Father! Mother! I must
go and see him, and I must go and tell
Judge Carpenter, right away."
1\1:rs. Tracy had refused to go up to her
rooms, and so both of them were there,
waiting, and they were eager to take possession of Amy and her grandmother.
"We '11 take the best kind of care of you,
ma'am," said Mr. Tracy.
' Dear child !" exclaime.d Mrs. Tracy.
"You must be scared to death."
"~ 'm so glad I'm here! " said Amy, hugging her.

" l USED TO DREAM ABO UT SEEING, " SAID AMY
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''Go ahead , Tom! " shoute d Mr. Tracy .
"Don 't forget anythi ng you ought to
'tend to."
"Dr. Harbe ck's, first," said Tom to the
driver , as the carria ge started .
It seemed to him a long drive before he
could pull the doctor 's night-b ell and bring
him down to the door to hear a report of
what had happen ed at the fire. Dr. Harbe ck
asked only a few questi ons, and at the end
of them he said: "Keep herin a· dark room .
I will be there in the morni ng. There must
not be one ray of light. Put a banda ge
_over her eyes until I see her."
He closed the door, and Tom was relieved
of his first, great errand , but the carriag e
was gone now, and he was on foot. ·He
had not a great distan ce to walk, howev er,
before a pull at anothe r bell broug ht out
Judge Carpe nter to hear what had occurn:<l
at Garne t and Burgo yne streets . The lawyer seemed a great deal more excited than
the doctor bad been.
"Best thing that could have happen ed! "
he exclaim ed. "I'll be dresse d in no time
You wait for me. We must stir up the
contra ctors."
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Tom could only guess what was meant by
·that, but in a few minutes he and the judge
were out in the streets together.
"There are just three men for me to see,"
said the judge.
Three houses were visited, therefore, of
men whose business it was to manage other
men in starting work upon big buildings,
and then he and Tom hurried away down
town.
"I want to see just how clean a job the
fire has made to begin with," said the lawyer. "If it burned as w ell as you say it di d,
there's a great difficulty burned out of our
way.''
They were almost at the corner of Garnet
and Burgoyne streets when Tom exclaimec.1:
"Why, it's dayligh t! " and in a moment
more he added : " Yes,. sir, pretty much
everything w a s burned up."
"Thorough work ! '' said the lawyer.
"About as complete and clean a bun1 up as
I ever saw. Hello! If here isn't McCarthy
with a gang of his men ! "
It was a fact! Thanks to the promptness
ofTom Tracy, the first gang of the men
who worked for Mr. Angus' contractors
were in possession of the ruins at d a)·lighi
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of the morning after the fire. Gang after
gang joined them, so that when business
men came down town they found at least a
hundred laborers there, with teams and
drivers, clearing the ground upon which,
they were told, Mr. Angus was about to
erect a splendid, ten-story, fire-proof building, to be called the Cathcart building, after
the name of the old New York family from
whom he had bought the land it was to
stand upon.
Amy Cathcart's eyes were the only pair in
the Probus building that closed during that
night of excitement.
The room she was first placed in was
lighted but dimly, and she was not left
alone. Mrs. Tracy refused to lie down until
Tom's return, and her husband seemed disposed to walk up and down, and to be
listening all the w bile for the door-bell.
Tom's prolonged absence made matters
worse instead of better, and when he did
come, with his other news and Dr. Harbeck's orders, he created quite a sensation.
"Do just as the doctor says," said Mr.
Tracy, sternly. "She might open her eyes .I
Bandage them I "
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Then there came a general hnsh, as il
sounds might be dangerous as well as light.
As soon as Amy was cared for, according
to the prescription, Mrs. Tracy went into
the kitchen to arrange for an early breakfast, while her husband went out, as he said,
"for a good look at those ruins," and Tom
was ordered to lie down.
He was made to go to his own room and
lie dowri again after he had eaten his breakfast, but he did not kno'vY that he had been
asleep at all when his father shook him wide
awake and said, "Tom!"
"Father," said Tom, opening his eyes,
"has Dr. Harbeck come to see Amy?"
"He has come and gone," said Mr. Tracy.
"Judge Carpenter's been here, too, and if a
telegram doesn't get here bynoon from Mr.
Angus, he and Mr. Gangway want you to
do another long errand. It's about noon
now. Get up. A boy that can't stand
being awake a night or so isn't worth a
cent."
Tom sprang to his feet, exclaiming, "All
right, father. I'm ready."
There was no one to tell him about Dr.
H a rbeck's visit to Amy. Miss Mun~ay had·
come with him, and Mrs. Tracy said they
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"were such quiet, unconce rned sort of
people."
Theycha tted with Amy about the concert,
and her o"vn music, and the lost piano, and
poor Crib, and she grew more and more
compose d as they went along.
"Miss Murray ," she asked, at length,
"was it the smoke in my eyes that made
them prick so when it puffed out of the win·
dow with the fire?"
asked Miss
eyes?"
your
rub
you
"Did
Murray.
"No, I didn't," said Amy. "But it hurt
them to look at the fire, and I shut them.
How bright it was!"
The doctor nodded, and Miss Murray
nodded, and pretty soon afterwar d they
arose and went out into the other room.
"Is there-i s there any hope for her?"
eagerly asked Mrs. Tracy.
"Not the least,'' said Dr. Harbeck , "unless
she is kept from using her eyes until this
shock has passed away."
"We 'II see to that," exclaime d Mrs.
Tracy. "You can depend on us!"
"I believe we can," said Miss Murray,
and she and the doctor went away.
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"They are angels, Mrs. Tracy," said Mrs.
Cathcart. "And I do believe you 're
another, and Tom's another."
Tom did not feel one bit like an angel
when he came out to eat his dinner, and to
receive a message calling him to meet Judge
Carpenter at Rufus Gangway's office.
"l 've got to go somewhere again, I suppose," he said to his father.
"Go ahead," said Mr. Tracy. "A boy ·
that can'tdo an errand isn't worth a cent."
He was not even permitted to speak to
Amy before going, and he went off in great
discontent, taking his alligator-leather gripsack with him, all p a cked, leaving his
mother almost angry because she did not
know where her son was to be sent.
"He's off to China again," muttered Gap
Cruden to himself when he saw Tom Tracy
sitting by Judge Carpenter a nd Mr. Gangway, and then he saw him go awaywithout
saying one word to anybody else.
Four days after that, a very beautiful
schooner yacht, with all sails set, came
drifting before a light wind into the harbor
of Portland, in the state of Maine. Against
a post on one of the piers of the harbor
leaned an anxious, tired-out looking boy,
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at whose feet lay a plump bag of alligator ·
leather. "The Rover!" he shouted, snatching up his bag. "She's got here!"
Not many minutes later a couple of
gentlemen on the deck of the yacht had
their attentions called to a rowboat that
was pulling toward her.
"Hurrah, Captain Andrews!" said one of
them. "Here comes Tom!"
"That's so," said the captain, laughing.
"I guess you '11 have to keep that boy."
''Keep him? Of course I will," said Mr.
An gus. "He's just the boy I want."
On board came Tom, but not until he was
in t he cabin did he tell how long he had
w aited in Portland.
' ' We '11 take the next train for New York, ''
was the most important remark made by
M r . Angus a fter hearing about the fire and
read ing his letters. "Sorry for the parrot,
but v: e '11 buy her a new piano."
The Rover reached a wharf, and then Mr.
Ang us and Tom reached a railway train ,
and then there was a swift, tiresome, dayand-night journey. Tom was beginning to
understand the Cathcart business pretty
well , but he knew better than to ask Mr.
Angus any questions about it. He discov-
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ered on the way, however , that the money
king could talk right along about anythin g
in the world exceptin g business .
"Tom," said he, at last, when they were
within half an hour's ride of the great city,
"if you only knew enough, I'd take you·
right into my office."
·
''Knew enough? " echoed Tom, with a
great gulp of disappo intment swelling in his
throat.
"That's it," said the money king. "You
know some things pretty well to begin with,
but there's too much that you don't know.
I want you to spend a year in a business
college, learning all they teach there, and
then a year in a banker's and merchan t's
office. You must learn French, and Spanish, and German, and English -"
"Englis h?" said Tom . "I know that."
"No, you don't," said Mr. Angus. "You
must learn to write and speak it better
than you do now. Arithme tic, geography-"
"I got them at school," said Tom. "I
got a hundred in geograp hy."
"A good beginni llg, " said Mr. Angus . "I
don't know as much arithme tic as I ought
w, and geograp hy is one of my weak spots .
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There are whole counties, and railways, and
rivers, and mountain ranges in this coun.
try, and all over the world, that I know
very little about. I get stuck every now
and then."
"I can't afford it," began Tom, but he
was interrupted.
"Do you remember the ten dollars you
wouldn't take? " asked Mr. Angus. "Well,
the interest on that, the way I '11 fix it, and
what you've earned by these errands, '11
pay your way. As soon as you know
enough, I've a place fo1· you."
Tom found it hard to say anything, and
Mr. Angus had no more to say until after
they reached the city.
"It's early in the day, Tom," he remarked.
"You go home and see your folks and then
come to Mr. Gangway's. Tell Amy I've
been appointed her guardian. Tell her I
hope she '11 see the new Cathcart building
some day."
"I hope she will," said Tom, excitedly.
"But mother and I '11 take care of her if she
never sees anything."
''Good for you, Tom," said the money
king, and they separated . But Tom went
cfown town with a strong feeling that he
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wanted to see Amy's property before even
going to the Probus building. A great surprise was ready for him at the corner of
Garnet and Burgoyne streets. It was a
great hole in the ground,goingdown deeper
at a rapid rate, to receive thefoundations of
a tall building. Tom stared at it for a few
minutes and turned away, and he hardly
seemed to himself to know what had happened there until after he had been some
time in the ninth story of the Probus building, talking with his mother and Mrs. Cathcart and Amy. He had some business to
attend to for Mr. Angus that day an r· on
other days which followed, but there was a
great deal of time almost every day when
he could sit and talk to Amy in her dark
room. Mr. Angus himself came several
times, and Tom liked him better after hearing his hard, rasping, business voice grow
soft and soothing when he talked to the
blind girl. Dr. Harbeck came also again
and again, and at the end of a fortnight
Miss Murray spent a night in the Probus
building. She slept with Amy, but she arose
toward morning while it was yet dark, and
quietly called in the rest of them, one by
one. Amy awoke, and she heard them talk-
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ing around her, but. it did not seem to
startle her. The room was very dark, and
Tom knew that the bandage had been
removed from Amy's eyes while she was
asleep, and thatthe result would be declared
as the dar dawned. His heart beat fast
then, but that was nothing to the way it
fluttered when the blacknes s of that room
at last began to melt, so that he could see
the doorway .
"Amy, da:d ing," said Miss Murray, softly,
"do not ck.se your eyelids. Keep them
\)pen."
The light grew rapidly, but graduall y,
until Tom could see that. Amy was sitting
up an.d was pressing both hands upon her
heart. A little brighter came the promise of
the sunrise glory, and Amy looked wistfully
around her.
" Grandm other? " she whispere d. "Yes,
it is grandmo ther. Miss Murray ? Dear
Miss Murray! Tom's mother? Tom? 0
Tom! 0 mother! I can see you all! "
"Mothe r?
I guess it is mother! "
exclaime d Mrs. Tracy, hugging Amy hard.
"Tom's mother!
Your mother!
I've
always wanted a daughte r! My little

girl!"

·-
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Old Mrs. Cathcart was kneeling by -the
·ued, just then, shaking all over, but she <lid
not utter a word for more than a minute.
Miss .Murray's face was beautiful, Tom
thought. She made Mrs. Tracy let go of
Amy, so she could put on a kind of green
shade above her eyes and make her drink
something from a tumbler.
''You must have another nap," she said.
"I want to see how Tom looks, first,"
said Amy. "0 Tom! I can see!"
o-o to
"Amv" bl 1rted out Tom ' "vou
b
- '
see as
to
how
sleep. You 're going to learn
well as I can."
A little later in the day, Tom stood before
Dr. Harbeck, holding out a handfol of greenbacks.
_ "Keep them, Tom," said the doctor, "I'm
paid for Amy's case, but I'm glad you followed my prescripti on about that money."
A few days afterward Mr. Angus came
and carried Amy away, but for all that,
Tom Tracy lost the rest of his summer vacation. He had to spend it in taking Mrs.
Cathcart and Amy around, everywhe re, to
i;how Amy things she had never before ·
:een.
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Gap Cruden remarked about it that he
"guessed Tom Tracy's in Chiny pretty
much all the while," but then Gap found
himself in a very good place at Mr. Gangway's, and he was beginning to feel fairly
sure of keeping it.

*

*

*

•

•

•

Seven days make a week, and seven years
make a week of years. So it was just a little more than a week of years, after all that,
when a very pretty young lady stood on
the deck of a steamship that was steaming
out of New York harbor. She wore a new,
gold ring upon one of her fingers, and beside
her stood a tall young man.
"Tom," she said," isn't the city beautiful!
I'm almost sorry to leave it. Everything is
beautiful now. Everything used to seem to
me like a kind of dark prison."
"Well, Amy, so it was," he said, "but
there's light enough now. I want you to
see all of the world you can,-other cities ;
everything worth seeing-before we get
back from Europe."
"Tom," she said, "when I was blind, I
used to think and dream about seeing ..
How wonderful it all is!"
And so Tom and Amy sailed away.
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Vermon t, suddenly discover s that, owing to a clause in her
father's will, she must .make her future home with relatives
in the lower portion of old California. No more interesti ng
experien ce could come in the life of any bright, observin g
girl than that of an existenc e in this semi-tro pical region, with
its wealth of Spanish tradition and romance , its glorious climate, it<o grand scenery, and its abundan ce of flowers and
folia¥e,

~Y

&Wy Lady 'Barefoot

!!Mrs. E<velyn CJ?.a.ymona

lllustra.tea hy Iaa. Wa.ugh

A. beautifully told story of the trials of a little backwoo ds girl
who lives in a secluded place with an eccentric uncle, until his
death. The privation s she undergo es during his life-time , her
sl':ard1 for other relatives , her rather unconge nial abode with
them, her return to her early home to acquire her uncle's
estate, and thus to enjoy a useful and happy life, form a most
~nteresting narrative of a girl whose ruggedn ess and simplicit
y
of characte r must appeal to the admirati on of all readers.

c:fheFerry &Waid of the Chattahoochee

:By c:Annie t!M. :Barnes

llluslra.tea hy Iaa. Wa.ugh

An heroic little Georgia girl, in her father's extremit y, takes
charge of his ferry, and through many vicissitu des and severa·1
fmpendi ng calamitie s, succeed s in carrying out her purpose of .
supporti ng her invalid parent and his family. The heroine' s
cheerful ness and hearty good humor, combine d with an un ~
flinching zeal in her determin ation to a.ccomplish .her work,
make a characte r which cannot fail to i!.npeal t., young' pe<:>ple.

<IJorothy CfJay
'By Ju/le tJVI. Lippmann

J[[ustrated hy Ida Waugh

This is a most interesting story of a bright and spirited young
girl whose widowed mother re-marries. The impulsive girl
chafes under the new relationship, being unwilling to share
with another the bounteous love of her mother which she had
learned to claim wholly for her own. By the exercise of great
tact and kindness, the obdurate Dorothy is at last won over,
and becomes a most estimable girl.

fAl!iss Wild{ire
'By Julie tJVI. Lippmann

/[[ustrated hy I<la Waugh

The story of a governess' attempt to win the Jove and confidence of her ward, who, owing to a lack of early restraint, is
inclined to be somewhat of a hoyden. The development of
the girl's character and her eventual victory over her turbulent disposition combine to form a story of unusual merit and
one which will hold its reader's eager attention throughout.
"A story of girls for girls that teaches a moral without
labeling or tagging it at the end." - Western Christian
Advocate, Cincinnati, 0 .

Her Father's Legacy
'By Helen Sherman Grlffith.

/[[ustrate.<I hy Ida Waugh.

Suddenly bereft of father and fortune, a young girl finds her_self face to face with the world. Except for a deed to some
waste land, there is practically no estate whatever. To make
matters worse, the executor of the estate endeavors to appropriate the deed to the land. The heroine engages in a long
and heroic struggle for its possession. She succeeds in
regaining it, and the land itself proves t6 be most valuable
because of its location in a rich oil-producing district.

cAn Odd Little Lass
CJ3y Jessie E. Wrlgh.t

Illustrated hy Ida Waugh

This is a story of the regeneration of a little street waif. She
begins life in a Jowly court of a large city. Her adventures
are numerous, and often quite exciting. After a time she
is transplanted to the country, where alter many thrilling
experiences she eventually grows into a useful and lovable
young woman. The story is pleasantly told, and abounds
in interesting incident.
"The story is an intensely interesting one, and abounds in
pleasing and unique situations."-Relzgious Telescope, Dayton,
Ohio .

cAn Every-'Day Heroine
CJ3y Mary cA. 'Denison

Illustrated hy Ida Waugh

The heroine is not an ii11possible character but only a pure,
winsome, earnest girl, who at fourteen years of age is suddenly bereft of fortune and father and becomes the chief support of a semi-invalid mother. While there are many touching
scenes, the story as a whole is bright and cheerful and moves
forward with a naturalness and ease that carries its readers along and makes th em reluctant to put down the book
until the end is reach ed

•
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STORIES FOR 'BO YS
'The 'Boer

~oy

CJ3y Ka.te fMilner W,a.bb

of the 'Transvaal
Illastra.tecl by F. A. Carter

The career of the Boer boy is one series of exciting adve ntures. In the gailant service for his country he comes face lo
face with Preside nt Kruger, Genera l Cronje, and General Joubert. Much interest ing informa tion pertain ing to this country
and its people is introdu ced, and the reader \viii underst and as
never before the cause of the intense hatred of the Boers for
the British.

Uncrowning a King

'By Eclwa.rcl S. Ellis, dl. 811. /llasfra.tecl by]. Steeple 'DCJ.evis
A tale of the Indian war waged by King Philip in 1675. The
adventu res of the young h ero during that eventful period, his
efforts in behalf of the attacke d towns, his capture by the
Indians , and his subsequent release through the efforts oJ
King Philip himself, with a vivid accoun t of the tragic death
of that renown ed Indian chieftain, form a most interest ing and
instruct ive story of the early days of the colonie s.

clf.t the Siege of Qpebec
CJ3y ]a.mes Otis

Illastratecl hy F. dl. Ca.rfet

Two boys living on the Kenneb ec River join Benedic t Arnold's expedit ion as it passes their _dwellin g en route for the
Canadia n border. They, with their comma nd, are taken prisoners before Quebec . The descrip tion of the terrible march
throµgh the-wil derness·, the inciden ts of the siege, and the disastrous assault, wliich cost the gallaht . Gehera t Montgo mery
h_i~ life, ~re- _in the highe&t de~re-e i:h~illing, w~ile at the _same
-- - .- · -- --: --..
-lar; -time-tru e in"eve_ry pa:rtici.l
- . . : .
/

In the 'Days of Washington
CJ3y W/[{/am §Murray Graydon Illusfraied hy ]. C. Clag!iom
The story opens in Philadelphia just prior to its evacuation by
· the British in 1778. Nathan Stanbury, a bright lad of seven·
teen, joins the Continental Army which is then suffering the
hardships of the winter at Valley Forge. A short time later
tile Battle of Monmouth is fought, and in this the young hero
i g- ures quite prominently, as he does afterward at the Massa:re cf Wyoming.

On Wood Co?Je Island
CJ3y Elbridge S. CJ3rooR.s

Illusfrafed hy Frederic J. 'Boston

A trio of bright New England children are given an islancl
on which to spend their summer vacation. Here they establish a little colony, the management of which gives them
a large amount of amusement and at times causes some
seemingly serious difficulties. In the solution of their per·
plexing problems the young people receive much encouragement and counsel from the poet Longfellow, whose delightful
acquaintance they form in a very unexpected and amusing
manne r.

Under the <:ramaracks
~Y

Ethridge S. CJ3rooR.s

An interesting and healthful story for boys and girls, representing a summer's outing of young people among the:
· Thousand Islands. It is timed to include the visit of General
Grant at Alexandria Bay, and several interesting conversa·
tions between one of the boys and the hero of the Rebellion
shed pleasing side lights upon the great General's character.
" General Grant's talks with the heroes will captivate the
:1 eart of every boy."-Teadiers' World, New York.

CThe Wreck of the Sea Lion
'By W. O. Stoclclard

Illustrated by J ohn H. c.Befts

Tales of the sea are always fascinating to young people, especially when some active, adventuresome boys supply plenty of
thrilling escapades to add to the interest. The story of an
eventful cruise in Southern waters, as told by an old sea captain, and the ludicrous boastings and experiments of a wouldbe scientist, constitute a pleasing variety of incident, and
afford just that amount of instructive material needed to mak e
a perfect book for young readers.

CThe Young Financier
CBy W. O. Stoddard

Illustrated by John H. c.Befts

A unique story, the scene of which is laid in the money centre
of New York City. The young hero begins life as a broker's .
messenger and passing rapidly from one post to another in
good time rises to a position of importance and responsibility.
Numerous exciting experiences incident to the eventual success in his business career all combine to form a most
interesting narrative .

'True to His 'Trust
CBy Eclward S. Ellls, cA. 811. Illustrated by J . Steeple 'Da<ob
The hero of this story will win his way at once into the heart
of every one, and his pluck and perseverance will carr.y the
sympathy of every reader through his many adventures, struggles, and singular experiences. Like all of the author's works,
the incidents teach in the most convincing manner that true
manliness arn;I. sturdy integrity are the only principles throu~h
which happiness and success in life are possible.

Comrades

errue

CJ3y Edward S. Ellis, ell. 8'11.

Dlcistrated

In following the career of two friends from youth to. manhood,
the author weaves a narrative of intense interest. ·_This
story is more realistic than is usual, as the two heroes pass
through the calamhous forest fires in Northern Minnesota and
barely escape with their lives. They have other thrilling adventures and experiences in which the characteristic s of each
are finely portrayed.
" Among juveniles there is not one of greater interest; or
more wholesome influence than 'Comrades True.' "-Sentinel,
Milwaukee, Wis.

cAmong the Esqu{maux
CJ3y Edward S. Ellis, ell. EM.

Illustrated

The scenes of this story are laid in the Arctic region, the central characters being two sturdy boys whose adventurous spirit
often leads them into dangerous positions. They visit Gre!:!nland ; go on a hunting expedition, have a number of stirring
adventures, but ultimately reach home safe and sound.
· "A capital and instructive book for boys."-Post, B_o ston,
Mass.

CJ"he Campers Out
C/Jy Ecforvarcl S. Ellis, ell. EM.

Dlustrated

Many of the scenes are so vividly described that the reader
can, in his imagination, enjoy the excitement of.the chase. ·a n·d
l.'!I the pleasures of a good camping tour. In addition to th ~
vivid descriptions of many exciting adventures, this . story
teaches a lesson in morals that cannot fail to prove helpfui to
~very reader.
·
· .
, "·Well planned and well written. Full of adventure of just the
ri~ht sort."-Mid- Continent, St. Louis, Mo.
·
·

<The Young Gofcl Seekers
:By Eawarcl S. Ellis, cA. §W.

Illusfrafea by F. cA. Carte,.

A thrilling account of the experiences of two boys during a
trip to the gold fields of Alaska. The hardships that they
endure, the disappointments they suffer, the courage and
perseverance that they manifest in the face of seemingly
insurmountable obstacles, and their eventual success in their
undertaking, are all most graphically portraved.

dlncly's Ware/
Illustrated

CSy James Otis

A fascinating narrative of the life and experiences of" Museum
Marvels." They dwell in a house owned by a sword-swallower, whose wife, the "Original Circassian," is entrusted with
its management. The rest of the household includes a dwar.f,
nick-named th e "Major," a fat lady, a giant, and a snakecharmer. The private life of the marvels forms a story full of
incident, and one that possesses that peculiar simplicity ol
_style which has won for this author such a host of readers ..

Chasing a Yacht
CSy James Otis

Illusfrafed

A semi-nautical tale of adventure about boys, written for boys,
and will certainly be appreciated by boys wherever they may
be found. The story of how the heroes, two bright, manly
fellows, built a steam yacht, how she was stolen from them,
and how they eventually regained possession of. her, is full ol
life and is replete with exciting and interesting incident.
, - "Boys .who do. not read this volume with real pleasure must
be hard to suit."-Journal, Minneapolis, Minn.

r

'The C/3raganza 9Jiamond
'By James Otis

Illustrated

A volume that will hold its readers spell-bound as they follo \\'
the ~wo b oy characters and the bright, courageous girl in
their search for the famous diamond. Much useful information
is incidentally conveyed and many things with which few
persons are familiar are explained.
"It will rivet the attention of young readers as much as Rob·
inson Crusoe."-Call, San Francisco, Cal.

CFhe Lost Galleon
CJ3y W. CJ3erf Foster

Illustrated hy j. Steeple CJJacvis

The search for a lost treasure ship and her eventual discovery
form the basis of this very dramatic story. The plot is in·
tensely interesting, and rivets the attention throughout the
entire narrative. The story possesses a great deal of originality, and is free from the conventional incidents that usually
characterize stories of this description. Incidentally, much
val uable information is afforded the reader by the insight that
is given into the ship-chandlery business, in which the young
hero engages as the means of earning a livelihood.

Exiled to Siheria
CJ3y William 8Vlurray Graydon Dlusfrated hy F. c:A. Carter
This is one of the most thrilling stories ever written. Th e
heroes, two American boys, become involved in a political
plot that nearly costs them their lives. As nearly all tb t:
action occurs in the mines and military prisons of fro zen
Siberia it can readily be imagined that in the midst of such
dramatic surroundings the interest is most intense.
The
plot is absorbing, the adventure exciting, the movement
rapid, and the style unsurpassed.

..

